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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine, are children, 


— William Canton. 


Hello Children, 


In the flash of an eye a year has fled by, and Gokulam 
proudly celebrates its first birthday this month! This wouldn't 
have been possible but for the loving support that you and 
{your parents have given us. For this, we thank you, and renew 
‘our pledge of bringing laughter and learning into your lives, 
through these pages. 

This issue of Gokulam, which sports an exciting new 
look, brings you several new features, Among these are the 
‘meeting with young Velayudam, a boy who works hard for a 
living, and the article on flip books which is an attempt to 
bring ‘you news of all the different things available to you 
today, 

‘Having bid Amar and Ichibo a sad goodbye in the last 
Issue, you'll be pleased to see the start of a new serial story 
The Chittangede Adventure by your favourite story-teller 
Malavika Kapur. 

The result of the Creative Writing Contestannounced In 
May, and some of the best entries have found a place in this 
Issue, Please note that we are offering a prize of Rs, 25/-for 
the best letter in our Mail Bag each month. 

Looking forward to along and joyous, association with 
each of you, in the years to come. As of now... Happy 
Reading! 











With love, 











& ; Edltor, 
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Gokulam for the best entry received for the Creative Writing 
‘Contest, chnounced in our May issue, for those under sixteen 


The following story has won the surprise gift offered by 
years. It is followed by a few other entries with met. 
c 
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“If you don't goto school how wal 
you learn to drive your father’s car?” 
She knew that the boy fancied the 
idea of eriving the car himsel, The! 
father nodded approvingly, but... 
“T won't go to school!” was the 
: firm answer 
‘New Delhi — Frustrated, the mother collapsed. 
on the sola, perspiration at her brow. 
| The father wore a frown, his mind 
AMT oes! filled with bitter thoughts, Hewas 
a wed to-do businessman today, and 
Noiluentsotoschost Loud he had what he had thought be 
Screams of protest filed the wanted seven years ago... a wile 
bungalow. The mother was trying who was a doctor, power, wealth, 
to pacify the bos, while the father prestige... but for seven long years 
twee racking his ‘brains to find a he hadn't had a single moment of 
tway to send his son to school. The peace. 
bungalow was in chacs. ‘And his son..? He had taken 
Son," said the mother in despair. great pains to give his son a good 








‘education, but the silly boy was not 
in the least interested in his studies! 
There were constant complaints 
about him, Didn't he realise his 
responsibilty. for afte all he would 
inherit his father’s wealth and 
power one day! 

The father used soothing words, 
and then threats, but nether brought 
about a change in the boy's attitude. 
Even a lecture on social prestige 
from the mother wouldn't change 
bis mind — “I won'tgo to school!” 


Lite Deva) watched the commo- 
tion in the bungalow with inter- 
est, He saw how the master bumed 
with rage, how the mistress wore a 
worried look and how the little 
master sat on a chair with a firm 
and stubborn look on his face. He 
also sensed his own father's 
attempts to move him away from 
the scene, before the master ot 
mistress noted his interest. 

Devraj’s mind wandered back in 
time, tothescene of quitea different 
nature. 





n the way back from working 
Oin the master’s garden one 
evening the previous year, Devraj 





had been filled with a longing to 
attend school. He had st 
mid-stride and asked his father, 
“Father, may I go to school?” 

Abashed at such a question the 
poor man had tried to explain to 
Devraj the expenses that this would 
involve, but Devra)'s innocent mind 
failed to understand these paltry 
objections. He was determined to 
goand arguements had shaken the 
thatched roof of their house, until 
at last he had won. 


D272, was jolted back to the 

‘present by his father’s voice: 

“Isn't it time for you to go to school 
” 


With a last look at the little 
master’s stubbom expression, 
with the shout of, “ won't go to 
school!” ringing in his ears, Devra] 
set off to school. His bag, filled 
with sweet-smelling books, was 
slung over his head and his tiny 
tuft bounced to his rhythmic steps. 

No, his was not the best school 
in the country, neither dd he wear 
a splendid-looking uniform, nor 
sport a tip-top bag, but a glow of 
satisfaction lit his face for he was 
at peace with himself, 
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bag hangs for Tue oF red ” G. Vidya, aged 10, 
Temaybe Be Tool ‘she? 55/1, Sree 
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GONE BALD ?.Be BoLp! 
f you are as bald as him 
Don't be sad, don't sit and cry 


But watch all 
As the ra Sour dreams come true 


ark red hair oil you try! 
Or you just wait 

‘And watch the werd 2 
Soo 
But 


the world ad 
mo one wl ere Se fashion! 


fora comma in the middle! _$. Pooja, aged 13, 
6, South Mads St., 
iplicane, 
Mod 
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TE BALD PATE 


few strands of hair 
fluttering in the air 
The bald pate 
Glistening in the summer heat 
Its easier to carry the satchel this way 


In constant sway. ‘Mrinalini Ramakrishnan, aged 12, 


D-1, 20, Officer's Quarters, 
NDA, Khadakwasla, Pune —23. 
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You are correct (5) 

The robber was hiding inside 
the tub and it floated away (6) 
Coach ora chain of coaches(5) 
There is one behind every 
story (5) 

Impolite (4) 

A song of mourning (5) 

Sag becomes a fuel for 
cooking (3) 

The voleano's mouth is made 
by Carter (6) 


. Inventor of dynamite (5) 


A small island (5) 
Plural of this (5) 
Mad (5) 


3. A Buddhist priest from Tibet (4) 


ACROSS 


1 
4. 
7. 


Mechanical man (5) 

Signalling code (5) 

The slug under the stone has 

swallowed a firearm; find it. (3) 

8. Across a river, it shortens your 
way. (1, 6) 

9. Three-sided figure (9) 

1}. A preposition (2) 

13. A negative reply (2) 

14. Christio is a memorable 
event (8) 

19, Lettering for the blind (7) 

20, A cup that cheers (3) 

21, Minimum (5) 

22. An — bird gets the worm (5), 


‘SOLUTION ON PAGE 14 
‘Compiled by Meera Ramakrishnan 













































ife at the orphanage was dull same clothes, ate the same food, 
‘and monotonous for little Rosie did the same mundane chores, and 
and her friends. They wore the studied the same boring lessons, 



























































day after day. Their strict warden 
rardly took them on outings, so most 
of their time was spent within the 
high walls of their orphanage. 
Every once in awhile however, a 
spirited child would sneak through 
a gap in the fence, and venture 
forth into the world beyond the walls, 
and come back to tall exciting tales, 
of the things they had seen and 
ie. 


Rie had always longed toes: 
cape into the outside world, 
and early one morning just as the 
sun peeped out, she did just that! 

‘Once she had squeezed through 
the gap in the fence, she ran and 
ran and ran,until she came at last 
to the shores of a beautiful lake. 
Her heart was throbbing fast with 
excitement and exhaustion, so she 
lay down in the cool grass to rest. 

‘As she lay looking up at the sky, 
she ran her hand over the lush and 
coarse grass, enjoying her wonder- 
ful freedom. 

Suddenly her roaming hand 
touched a little lump, Curious, she 
sat'up to see what it was, and was 
surprised to find a gleaming golden 
seed in her hand. 

‘And then oh what a miracle! 
Even as she tried to hold it, the 
seed began to grow. As she watch- 
ed, it grew into a plant, and then 
grew a great bud which burst forth 
into a most splendid flower of a 
golden-orange hue. The flower 
grew and grew until it was as big as 
an umbrella! 

Rosie watched spell bound Sud- 
denly the flower spoke to her. 


THE WINNER OF THE 
GASH PRIZE OF Rs.100 FOR 


THE BEST CONTRIBUTION 

IN THIS ISSUE BY THOSE 

UNDER SIXTEEN: 
G.ARUN, AGED IS 


34, 6th St, KALPAKKAM 


CHINGLEPUT - 603102 


“Come little Rosie! | am Champa, 
the Flower of Paradise. Sit on me 
and I will take you on the most 
beautiful trip of your life!” 

The awe struck Rosie who was 
not quite sure if she was dreaming, 
or If this was really happening, 
walked to the lovely flower and 
climbed on, among the gleaming, 
golden petals, “Hold on tight!” cried 
Champa as she soared straight into 
the bright blue sky. 

And then they flew on and on, 
among the white clouds and across 
the plains, over valleys and over 
lakes; down by bubbling brooks 
and sparkling rivers and straight 
up over thundering cascades. On 
they flew, down lush green slopes 
with the birds. They sailed over 
rainbows and skipped and hopped 
over poppies and pines; and saw 
orchids and cherries dance with 
smiles, as they watched Champa 
and Rosie fly by. Rosie had never 
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‘ever been so happy before. 

Then suddenly a red blaze 
caught her eye. “Champa! Is that 
tree on fire?” she asked. “No; 
Rosie! Its a flowering bush called 
Rhododendron. They call her, the 
bride of the mountains,” said 
Champa, with a smile, 

dust then Rosie looked up to 
see a sight which made her heart 
skip a few beats! Towering majes- 
tically above them was a magni- 
ficent mountain covered with a 
blanket of snow. The peak was 
bathed in the golden pink light of 
the sun, and the snow reflected 
the light on to the fluffy clouds 
surrounding the peak, making then 
Jook like great putts of cotton candy, 

Rosie who had never seen any- 
thing like it in her life exclaimed 







Ram: Did 

hit the floor? 
Shyam : Of c 
think it would; 





ur watch stop when it 
Ourse! Why? Did: 

0 through the for? 
= Veda Purushothaman, 


out aloud. “Is this Heaven?” she 
asked innocently. 

“No, Rosie!” said Champa with 
a sigh, “But if there is a paradise 
on earth, itis this!” 

“You sound sad Champa, what 
is the matter?” asked Rosie, who 
had grown fond of her lovely friend, 

“Listen to my story, little one 
and learn from it!” said Champa 
with a wistful sigh..... 


‘o™ upon a time, | was the 
‘most beautiful and most power: 
ful Flower in Paradise. All the Gods 








loved me and pretty damsels waited 
to ride upon me. I had several 
small buds to wait upon me and 
they looked after all my needs. 

All this attention made me vain 
and proud, | treated my litle buds 
badly and was rude to them. I 
ignored my parents and ordered 
my sisters around, making them 
scrub and polish my golden petals. 
I grew bad-tempered and repr 
‘manded them severely for the sligh 
test fault 


One day the God of the Flowers 
summoned me to his presence. 
He wanted me to go with him to 
the Great Meeting of All Flowers, 
one of the most important gather: 
ings in Paradise. 

‘Alas! I, vain creature that I was, 
told the messenger who came to 
fetch me that I was too busy to 
obey the summons. 

That was the last straw! Unwilling 
to put up with my arrogance, the 
angry God banished me from Para- 
dise forever! 

But | pleaded with him and was 
so bitterly sony for my behaviour 
that he changed me into a little 
seed of gold. He said that I would 
regain this beautiful form, when 
ever I was in the presence of an 
unhappy child, and that only if 1 











could forget myself enough, to onto the grass, but not before she 

gladden the hearts of at least a had hugged and kissed her friend 

hundred children, would he let me good bye. 

return to Paradise.” “| was lonely at first Champa, 

and you gladdened my heart! I 

Champs ended her sd tne as have hhad the time of my life. am. 
she landed gently on the shore sure that you will find ninety-nine 


of the beautiful lake. Rosie slid off children to gladden, and retum 
$= 0 Paradise,” cried Rosie, as she 
set off towards the orphanage, for 
by now it was almost dark, and 
Champa became a small golden 
seed again, and lay in the grass by 
the lake, waiting for a child to pick 
her up once more. 












‘children, next time you goon 
S53 picnic, look out for a golden 
seed. Maybe it is Champa waiting 
| to take you on a magical expedi- 
tion! 












Do you know how lucky you are to be reading these 
very lines? Do you ever stop to think, how many 
this vast land of ours can read? Or how many children of 
our country go hungry each day? 

Yes, it is frightening to think about. Most of us cannot 
help our economic status; an individual maybe born rich or 
poor. But we must not however, take essentials like food, 
clothing and education for granted because in India, they 
are precious gifts of a privileged few. Ifyou don’t remember 
this for yourselves, we hope this meeting with young 
Velayudam will help remind you... 





2 What is your name? 
‘They call me Velayudam. 


2 What is your occupation? 
* work as a picker boy in a 
Social club, Madras. Fiver other 
‘boys and I start work at 3.30 a.m. 
every morning. We sweep the 
tennis courts and tie the nets and 
generally get things ready for the 
members of the club who come to 
play tennis. 


2 Do you go to school? 

* No, not any more. I used to 
g0 to the school near my house. | 
completed upto class VII but then 
stopped... 


2 Whyis that? 


* My parents couldn't afford it.. 
too many things to buy for Class 


Vi...... 


2 When did you complete Class 
vir 
* Eight months ago. Since then 
T have been working here at the 
lub. 


2 Do you like working at the 
‘Club? What is the best part of 
the job? 

* Yes like working here! Ihave 
worked hard to eam a good name. 
look forward to Sundays, because 
I get tiffin here from the Club can- 
teen. 


note books, text books... 


2 How much do you eam? Do 
you save any of it? Or keep any 
for yourself? 

* [started work here at Rs.150/- 
per month. Now I get Rs.160/-. | 
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don't save any money, or keep it + | have four elder brothers and 
for myself. Igjve the entre amount ng steve. All four brothers are 
tomymother. She usesitto clear Ta vied and have homes of their 
her debts. ‘own. Only I live with my parents 


now. 
2 What are your hours of work? 

* I start work as I said, at 330 2 What do your parents do? 
‘am, each moming and continue * My mother goes to a nearby 


tunti 10am. Then I return home house to do some housework, and 
forlunch which leat atabout 1030 my father pulls carts. 


2 What? Nothing at all until 2 What ore your plans for the 
10.30? future? 

No, noteven acup of tea! Leat. + [1] work here until my mother’s 
lunch at around 10.30 and then’ debts are cleared, but one day | 
retum to the club at around 2pm. ant to be an automechanic. 
and work until 6 pm. for that Il need some training, 

‘which I hope to get. 
? How many brothers ond 


sisters do you have? Do they LAKSHMI VENKATRAMAN 
work as well? 
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Would you like to see at one 
glance... (or should | say in 
‘one flip?) how Sunil Gavaskar plays 
the forward defensive shot? Or the 
front foot drive? Its easy — just 
pick up a flip book and flip through! 

What are flip books? Overcome 
by curiousity we approached the 
publishers to find out more about 
them. 

Flip books are small books — 
just about the size of your palm. 
The book consists of forty-eight 
pages, one colour illustration on 
each page. Each illustration shows 
the successive stage of a movernent. 
If you let your fingers gently but 
smoothly flip the pages from the 
end, the images on every page 
somehaw run together, and amaz- 
ingly the entire movement comes 
tolife. 

Flip books are animated books, 
so itis not surprising that they are 
published by Motion Graphics Pri 
vate Limite, a company which works 
at producing the special effects we 
see in films. 

We asked Mr. BR. Ramkumar, 
the Managing Director of the com 
pany, how they thought up such 
an idea. He said: “The concept of 
flip books is not a new one. After 


all itis the basis of motion picture 
technology. I've seen little books 
done with photographs using the 
same concept, even asa child But 
‘we thought ofthis idea now, because 
we have a team of about forty artists 
working for us and we felt that 
we could use their skills to produce 
these books.” 

How are flip books made? Well 
first the illustrations, forty-eight of 
them, are done by the artists. This 
takes a long time, because in the 
successive pictures, the background, 
and the size of the objects must 
remain the same in every picture, 
while the positions of the figure 
must change slightly from picture 
to picture! Once this is done, the 
book is printed. Great care must 
be taken during mounting and 
binding, so that the positions of the 
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pictures are just right, otherwise, 
when You flip through the book, 
the movement will look jerky and 
awkward! 

“Its better to see the live action 
in one flip, in a powerful visual 
image, rather than read several 
pages of information about the 
same thing! Don't you agree?” 
‘asked Mr. Ramkumar. “Flip books 
help a child to understand quickly 
and easily, for images are more 
powerful than words!” 

That's why flip books have been 
given the name View 'N’ Learn. 
‘They do not aim at giving in-depth 
knowledge of asubject, but hope to 
give you a visual exposure to all 
Kinds of subjects. For additional 
information you can turn to the 
back of the book where a brief note 
‘on the subject of the book appears. 


TT he publishers of fp books plan 
to release fifteen books by the 
end of this year, and three books a 


month from next year! A whole S000 


new range of exciting subjects are 
being planned 

‘Of these, four books which will 
find their places in the View ‘N’ 
Learn Science Series, sound most 


‘Teacher : When was Rome 
{At night. si 
Ram Ata go yourannt WH 
fold you thst? i 
am sou said s0 Yours 
"You said Rome wasn’t Bul 
day! 


ce: 


— K. Muralidar. 


exciting. Germination will reveal 
in one flip, the growth of a seed. 
Darwin's Legacy will quickly show 
the successive stages of evolution. 
The Human Body will show all 
that is contained within us from 
skin to bones. Egg to Chicken of 
Es needs no explanation, at 


At the present moment, only three 
titles of the View ‘N’ Learn Sports 
Series can be readily bought in the 
market. Each of these deals with a 
shot in cricket. Produced in asso- 
ciation with Sunil Gavaskar, the 
‘books not only cary illustrations of 
him in action, but also a note 
him on the back of the book telling 
you how the shot is played! 
Priced at Rs. 10/- each, fip books 
are made to last through many 
hours of flipping, on thick card-ike 
paper, The books are naw available 
only in the book-shops of Madras, 
but the publishers hope to be able 
to sell them all over India very 


Apart from being educational, flip 
books are fun! After all, isn’t having 
a book come to life everyone's 
dream come true? 


RUKMINI RAMACHANDRAN 








'T he Ratputs were wellknown not 
just for their bravery and chivalry 
on the battlefield, but also for their 
dedication to duty and nobility of 
heart. They honoured and respec 
ted their women folk and often 
sacrificed their lives to protect their 
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honour. The history of the Rajputs 
is full of such incidents... 
Rana Laksh of Chittor had grown 


old, His son Rajkumar Chandra 
was intelligent and brave and in 
every respect a fit successor to the 
throne of Mewar, ButRana Laksh 
had another son named Mukul, 
by his second wife 

Mukul was just five years old 
when the Rana had to leave Chittor, 
and go to Gaya at the head of his 
amy to fight the Mughals. 

It was not the first time that the 
Rana had gone to war, but this 
time he was doubtful if he would 
retum, So before he set out he 
decided to crown the little prince 
his heir. 

All the preparations for the coro- 


nation were lovingly made by Raj 
—sr 





kumar Chandra. The ceremony 
took place amidst much rejoicing. 
Soon after, Rana Laksh left for 
Gaya and just as he had feared, 
he was killed in battle. 


TTPhe new Rana of Chittor was 
just a child. So it fell upon 
young Rajkumar Chandra's capable 
shoulders, to rule on’ his young 
step brother's behalf. He was true 
and faithful to his duties and nota 
trace of selfishness could be found 
in any of his actions. 

Yet Mukul’s mother, now the 
Raj Mata, was jealous of Rajkumar 
Chandra. She wished to rule 
herself, on her son's behalf for she 
could not trust her stepson. She 
spread rumours among the people 
of Chittor that Rajkumar Chandra 
coveted her son's throne. 

When news of these rumours 
reached Rajkumar Chandra’s ears 
he was sorely grieved. He tried to 
convince his step-mother of his 
affection and sympathy for his step- 
18 





brother. He told her over and 
over again that he wished to see 
Mukul on the throne of Chittor. 
But he soon realised that nothing 
could overcome the Raj Mata’s 
dislike of him, 

Finally, Rajkumar Chandra deci- 
ded that he could not continue to 
live in Chittor surrounded by hate. 
So accompanied by two hundred 
Bhils who were his faithful followers, 
he went to Mandu. The Raja of 
Mandu held Rajkumar Chandra 
in high regard. He put the small 
state of Hallar under his charge 
Rajkumar Chandra was happy at 
being trusted again. He settled 
down and began to rule over the 
state wisely and well. The Bhils 
‘who had accompanied him also 
made their homes in Hallar under 
his protection. 


G gonafter Rajkumar Chandra's 
departure,members of the Ra} 
Mata’s family, the Rathors of 
Marwar began to move to Chittor 


one by one. They were each given 
positions in the court. Gradually 
all important posts in Chittor were 
filled by the Rathors, 

The Raj Mata soon realised that 
her own father Ranmalla coveted 
the throne of Mewar. She discover: 
ed that he had had another brother 
of Rajkumar Chandra murdered 
in secret towards this end. She 
now feared for her own son 
Mukul’s life. Perhaps her father 
would have him killed too! 

An old nurse of the Sisodia 
family, lived in the palace of the 
Raj Mata. She grew anxious at 
the increasing domination of the 
Rathors of Marwar in her beloved 
Chittor. She had nursed Rajkumar 
Chandra as a baby and had practi 
cally brought him up. Faithful and 
loyal to the Sisodias, she was very 
worried about the future. 

She carefully thought over the 
matter and decided to go and 
speak to the Raj Mata. 

“O Raj Mata! Your son is the: 
master of this state and I am just a 


humble servant of Chittor. | have 
spent my life in the service of the 
Sisodias and have always prayed 
for the glory of Mewar and the 
happiness of her people. 

But look around you today Raj 
Mata! The dominance of the 
Rathors in Mewar is an insult to 
the precious memory of my king 
— your husband!" 

‘On hearing the words of the old 
nurse, the Raj Mata fell silent 
Every word pierced her aching 
heart. She remembered now that 
it was her father Ranmalla who 
had poisoned her mind against 
Raj kumar Chandra 

Chittor was now at its weakest. 
The control of the entire adminis 
tration had passed into the hands 


7, 
Sy 





of Ranmalla, who had become a 
slave to wine. Yet to return to its 
former glory and power Chittor 
needed a strong, courageous 
leader. 

The Raj Mata saw just one way 
to save the situation. She swallow: 
ed her pride and wrote a letter to 
her step-son asking him to come 
back to Chittor and save the 
honour of his father and mother- 
land. 


ital was an occasion for tre: 
mendous festivity in Mewar. 
Using the festivities as an excuse, 
the Raj Mata and Mukul travelled 
to Gomunda in order to feed the 
poor and the hungry. Only a few 
faithful friends of the Raj Mata knew 
that this trip had been arranged 
by Rajkumar Chandra himself 
That very evening, just before 
dark Rajkumar Chandra arrived 
ai the gates of Chittor with forty of 
his men, dressed simply and in 
the garb of soldiers. He and his 
men quickly joined the men who 
had escorted the Raj Mata, slipped 
past the gate keepers of the city 


and boldly rode into Chittor. 

Rajkumar Chandra and his men 
galloped towards the fort. Some 
of the watchmen became suspcious 
and challenged the horsemen. No 

able to avoid a confrontation, 
Rajkumar Chandra signalled his 
men to fight. A bloody clash took 
place and most of the guards were 
Killed. 

Then Rajkumar Chandra enter- 
ed the palace by force. Ranmalla, 
who was unaware of the danger 
which threatened was killed in the 


struggle. 

So Rajkumar Chandra won back 
the throne of Mewar for the Siso- 
dias but he did not want it for 
himself. He affectionately retumed 
Chittor to Mukul from whom it 
had so nearly been taken. 

He was a dutiful son, a loving 
brother, and a kind and sympathetic 
ruler. Once the throne was res- 
tored to his brother he returned to 
Hallar, leaving Mukul to rule 
Mewar. Yet it was he who saved 
the honour of the Sisodias of 
Chittor. 
—_—_____—__ 


Teacher : What 
ever 
your hand Ani? 


Anil: | put: 
my hand into a dc 
mouth to see jonkey's 
hag.” {$88 how many teeth it 


happened to 


Teacher : Oh no! 
Anil : The dont 


"il The donkey shut his mouth 


‘many fingers | had! 


— N Swamaiskshmi, aged 12, 
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The summer holidays loomed 
ahead, Sharad yawned, and 
‘Arun grumbled to no one in part 
cular about having nothing to do. 
Amal slouched in his chair trying 
to read. Just then Sharad caught 
sight of his cousin Rashmi heading 
towards them, her scrabble board 
tucked under her arm. 

“Run for your life! Rashmi and 
her scrabble board!” whispered 
Sharad, The boys bolted out into 
the garden and plonked themselves 
down on the ledge in the verandah, 

“A game of cricket?” asked Amal 
laaily, “No!” said Arun and Sharad 
together and they all lapsed into 
brooding silence. “Goodness!” 
exclaimed Sharad looking up, 
“Here comes Rashmi again!” 

Rashmi came up to the ledge 
and sat by the boys chattering away 
in her foreign accent, The boys 
rolled their eyes and then tgnored 
her completely. 

Grandma came out of the house 
with a tray of cool drinks. “Now 
why are you boys so miserable?" 
sheasked shaking her head. “Why 
don't you play, or read, or at least 
talk to this poor child Rashmi?” 

“We are bored!” chanted the 


boys in unison. 

"1 don't know what you mean 
by that!” said Grandma sharply. 
“You should be ashamed of your: 
selves... living in such a big city! 
Go out and show Rashmi around, 
or play. 

Sharad and Arun were sons of 
Grandma's eldest daughter, and 
‘Amal was the child of her second 
son, Rashmi was the daughter of 
her third daughter who lived 
abroad, 

This summer the cousins had 
all been sent to Madras to spend 
their holidays with Grandma, The 
boys were close to each other, while 
in some ways their cousin Rashmi, 
‘who was in India on holiday was 
still an outsider. 

“But Grandma we have done 
all the things there are to do. We 
are tired of cricket, foot ball, 
scrabble, cards, cinema... every 
thing...” said Arun with a deep 
sigh. 

“How can you say that Arun?” 
piped in Rashmi, She gave Grand. 
maa hug. "I love it here! 

“You are my sweet baby. know 
you are enjoying yourself, but | 
think T'l have to try my hand at 





MALAVIKA KAPU! 


gymnastics to keep these boys 
amused!” said Grandma and’ 
her loud laugh rang through 
the house. Then her face grew 
serious again. ‘May be Meena is 
right and you do need a change.” 

“Meena? Aunt Meena? Has she 
come?" asked Amal in great excite- 
ment, Aunt Meena was such a 
jolly person, 

“No, but her letter arrived yester- 
day. She's invited all of you to 
stay with her in the forest until 
school re-opens!” said Grandma. 

What a clamour broke out! 
“When Grandma!”.,. “When can 
we leave....? Who'll take...?” “How 
can...?” 








me finish!” said Grandma. 
“Your Uncle Shyam is a forest 
official. If you go to Chittangede 





with him — there'll be no electri- 
city, no running water, no soft 
drinks or ice cream! You may not 
like it at all!” 

“But Grandma, Aunt Meena is 
always such fun to be with!” cried 
Amal who adored his aunt. 

“I'd love to climb trees. | know 
forest officials have hideouts!” said 


Arun, 

“But... but.... do they live in the 
forest?” asked Rashmi nervously. 
“Is it safe?” 

“Ha!” said Sharad scornfully. 
“Don't come with us if you are 
scared!” 

“If you don't go with the boys, 
you'llbe alone here child, | don't 
think you'll like that!" said 
Grandma. “Living in the forest 
for a time will make you braver. 





Besides Aunt Meena will be dis: 
appointed if you don't go.” 

“Aunt Meena is a wonderful 
person. | think I'll go after all,” 
said Rashmi in a small voice. 

“Everyone is wonderful to you! 
Flatterer!” said Amal to Rashmi. 
‘She just stared right back at him. 

“Some people are more caring 
than others Amal,” said Grand- 
ma. “I remember that only Rashmi 
found the time to sit by me when | 
was ill last week, I didn't mind.[t 
was the cricket season, | know. 
But don't make fun of Rashmi all 
the time.” 

“Grandma, a man at the gate,” 
announced Rashmi. The boys 
looked up and ran towards him 
yelling, “Uncle Shyam!" 

“You weren't here for the wed- 


ry 








ding child,” whispered Grandma 

to Rashmi. “This is Uncle Shyam, 

your Aunt Meena’s husband.” 
Shyam came up and touched 


Grandma's feet. He turned to 
Rashmi and smiled. “Hello young 
lady, you must be Rashmi!” 

Rashmi smiled up at him shyly 
How handsome he was! He had 
a broad forehead and dark hair 
and such kind eyes. 

Grandma invited Uncle Shyam 
to sit and sent Sharad to the cook 
for a cup of coffee, The children 
grouped together a short distance 
away, to hear what the adults 
were saying, 

“If Meena is lonely why don't 
you send her here for a holiday 
Shyam?" asked Grandma, “She 
has asked me to send the children, 


but | am afraid it will be too much 
for her!” 

Uncle Shyam sighed. “I tried to 
persuade her to do just that. But 
she didn't want to come. | think 
she just wants some company and 
she loves these children. She has 
an elderly woman to help her, so 
itwould really be nice if they could 
come, But perhaps we should ask 
them if they want 1o go!” 

“Yes!” shouted the boys. “We 
‘won't be any trouble!” said Sharad. 
“We'll eat raw potatoes if we have 
to! Please take us with you!” 

Shyam winked at the children 
and advocated their cause to 
Grandma who had started raising 
more doubts about their ability to 
cope. Finally it was decided that 
the fou: children would set out 
with Shyam for Chittangede early 
next morning. 


Lg Rashmi stay behind” sald 
Sharad gleefully, All ot chem 
‘except Rashmi had woken up at 
half-past four in the morning to 
make an early start, but Rashmi 
tiad slept on til fve o'clock. Grand 
ma glared at Sharad and rushed 
around getting Rashmi ready 

It was still dark when they left 
the house. A rickety old bus, which 
was fortunately not too crowded, 
‘took them towards the Chittangede 
forest. 

It was a long and tedious journey 
but as they neared the mountains, 
the views were spectacular, The 
curving roads, splashing waterfalls. 
green valleys and steep mountain 
slopes took the children’s breath 


away. 

‘Ai mid-way the bus stopped in 
a small town where Uncle Shyam 
bought them tender coconuts, and 
delicious pieces of jack fruit to 
refresh themselves. 

The children curiously asked 
Uncle Shyam about the house in 
which he and Aunt Meena lived 
“Is it made of clay... does it have a 
thatched roof?" they asked, Uncle 
Shyam only smiled, “You'll see..!” 
he said, “We'll love it!” Rashmi 
assured him 

The bus trundled on. and they 
reached the Chittangede forest at 
about five o'clock in the evening 
The children could hear sounds 
from the forest over the roar of 
the bus, The bus made its way 
down a mud track. The branches 
of the trees on either side beat 
against the side of the bus and 
trailed across the open windows. 
The children were warned to lean 
‘away when that happened, 


goon the bus lurched to a halt 
in a litle village before a tiny 
shop, Here Uncle Shyam and the 
children got off 

The shop-keeper hailed them, 
then his mouth opened in shock 
to see the children, “Who are all 
these children Shyam?" he asked. 

“Children, Devus's is the only 
shop in this village.” introduced 
Shyam, “Devu, these are_my 
nephews and niece, They'll be 
staying with us, Can you give us 


“five sodas?” 


“What funny bottles!” cried Amal 
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as he took his soda.” How do you 
open it?” The bottles had deep 
dimples in the neck and were 
sealed with marbles. Devu opened 
the bottles with loud plonks and 
they all drank thirstily. 

Tn the excitement of opening 
the strange bottles their weariness 
was forgotten. The final verdict 
‘on the sodas was unanimous. 
“Much better than the soft drinks 
we drank in Madras!” 

“hope you'll aren't too tired. 
We have to walk now!” said Uncle 
Shyam leading the way. 

“We can walk miles! No problem 
at all!” said Amal turning away to 
hide a yawn. The boys marched 
forward on the forest track with 
determination. Rashmis hand 


slowly crept into Uncle Shyam's 






He looked down at her and smiled. 
“Not far now!” he said. 

They reached a little stream 
about twelve feet wide, There was 
hardly any water in it, Two or 
three trees had been placed across 
the stream to form a bridge. 

“However do we cross this 
stream!” cried Arun incredulously. 
“The bridge isso narrow” 

is where the adventure 
sara! sald Uncle ‘Shyam mischie- 


“Uncle Shyam, lets walk across 
the bed of the stream. There's 
hardly any water,” said Amal, 

“The rains will start soon and 
the stream will fill up and rush 
along. Its better you learn to use 
the bridge,” said Uncle Shyam ser- 
ously 
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Sharad decided that he would 
tryit. “Its like walking a tight rope,” 
he yelled as he crossed nimbly. 
“Come on! Its fun!” 

‘As Sharad stood yelling encour: 
agement to the others. a pretty lady 
hurried to him and gave him a 
hug. Itwas Aunt Meena, who had 
come to meet them, 

“| was getting worried Shyam,” 
she called across the stream, “Why 
don't the rest of you just walk 
across the bed if you are nervous 
of the bridge?” 

But the boys didn’t want to give 
in so easily. Amal and Arun scram: 
bled across quickly. But Rashmi 
stood clinging to Uncle Shyam's 
hand trying hard not to cry. Uncle 
Shyam bent towards her. “Come 
on! Show them you can do it, I'l 
be close ‘behind you!” he said 
gently, 

So Rashmi crossed the narrow 
bridge very carefully picking her 
way. She was helped off on the 
other side by Aunt Meena, and 
enfolded in a tight hug. There 
was a triumphant grin on Rashmi’s: 
face, She had done it, though she 
was scared. 

“Coward!” hissed Sharad, who 
gota sharp box on the ear at once. 
if you harass anyone in my house, 
Til put you on the next bus to 
Madras!" said Aunt Meena. For a 
beautiful young woman she could 
be really tough if she had to. 

Her expression changed from 
serious to merry, and then she 
winked at Rashmi and mischie- 
vously pulled a long face. “I didn't 
‘expect you people tonight. There's 
no food in the house. Can you 


‘wait until I cook sore?” 

“No food!" The boys looked at 
each other in dismay. Rashmi 
grinned at her Aunt. “I.can help 
you make some Aunt Meena, It 
‘won't take longer than two or three 
hours after all” She had guessed 
that Aunt Meena was a tease as 
well 

“Really Meena! No food?" asked 
Uncle Shyam anxiously, Meena gig 
gled. "There's enough food for an 
ariny!” she said, and the boys 
laughed in relief, They were 
hungry, 


Buthsyime « had grown dark. 
The children were too tired to 
notice their surroundings. They 
Quickly hurried into the forest bun- 
alow, lit by hurricane lanterns and 
gobbled up the food set before 
them and fell up on the mattresses, 
Aunt Meena had set out for them. 
The boys were aslaep as soon 
‘as their heads touched their pillows, 
but Rashmi lay awake for awhile, 
She listened to the strange sounds 
of the forest — the sound of the 
wind rushing through the trees, 
frogs ctoaking and lizards cheeping, 
A shriek was heard through the 
open window — an owl, was it? 
Rashmi nestled down deeper in 
her bed, What would they do 
tomorrow..? would the boys tease. ? 
she hoped not.... Anyway she had 
‘Aunt Meena for company. She 
{ell asleep dreaming about the 
exciting adventure that was about 


(To be continued) 
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Superstitions 
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Claes 


NEELA SUBRAMANIAM 


uate lived in a small town near 

Madras, She was a clever litle 
girl, and was especially fond of 
reading books. Her mother often 
borrowed books from the local 
library for Sujata, Sometimes her 
father bought interesting books for 
her to read, So Sujata had a fine 
“mini” library at home. 

Ramya, who was the same age 
as Sujata lived next door. Both 
Sujata and Ramya attended the 
same school. They were very good 
friends, There was often a friendly 
rivalry between them as to who 
would stand first in class in an 
examination. While Sujata was 
good in History and Arithmetic 
Ramya was good at Physics and 
Biology. 


Ope, Sata began to read» 
Ibook on supertitions through 
the ages. She grew more and 
more astonished as she read, and 
couldn't put the book down, until 
she had finished reading it, from 
cover to cover. 





“Goodness! What a lot of things 
I didn’t know!" she thought, “It's 
good | got a chance to read this 
book.” 

Later that day. Ramya came over 
for lunch with Sujata, as her own 
mother, was out, She was full of 
news about the new doll, her father 
had bought for her from Bombay. 

"You know, itis so big..." Ramya 
extended her hands to show Sujata 
the size of the doll, and her hand 
knocked down the salt cellar. 

At once Sujata was alarmed. 

“It says in my new book, that 
spilling salt is unlucky, Better throw 
a pinch of it over your shoulder!” 
she said 

Pooh!" said Ramya, “I don't 
believe in such nonsense. After 
all, what will happen, will happen!” 

But Sujata was still doubtful 
She was afraid that something bad 
would happen to her friend, But 
do you know? Nothing did! In fact, 
Ramya’s uncle came unexpectedly 
to stay, and he brought her an 
exciting board game! Sujata was 
most surprised to hear this. 
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month. Both Sujata and Ramya 
girl 


studied very hard, as each 
wanted to sta 

The girls h 
school together. On the first day 
of the exams, Ramya called for 
Sujata. As they were walking 
Ramya suddenly sneezed. At the 
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same moment, a mynah hopped 
into sight. Sujata turned pale with 
fear. 

I can't go. Two bad omens! 
They say that it's unlucky if some- 
one sneezes when you are setting 
‘onan important task. Todaythe 
H fistory exam is in the moming and 
re is the Arithmetic exam in the 
aftemoon. Besides, that a single 








mynah means bad luck. You know 
they say, one for sorrow, two for 
joy...” exclaimed Sujata 
“Sujata, don't be silly!” said 
Ramya, “Iwas the one who sneer: 
ed. Why should you wony? Really, 
how can you believe all this non: 
sense! Anyway, look, another 


mynah is here now, So it's two for 
joy. Besides, History and Arithmetic 
are your best subjects.” 





But Sujata was determined not 
to go to school, She tured back 
and went home, With a helpless 
shrug, Ramya went on her way, 

Sujata's mother was most sur- 
prised to see her. Sujata told her 
that she couldn't go to school 
because she had a bad stomach 
ache. Her mother packed her off 
to bed at once, Sujata obeyed 
her, and began reading the book 
about supertitions again, feeling 
glad that she had avoided doing 


an important exam when the nad stood first in class. She had 
‘omens were bad. scored very good marks, particular- 
lyin History and Arithmetic! 
R= came to visit Sujata that “Oh dear!" sighed Sujata. “Why 
evening, She showed her the did | pay attention to those silly 
History and Arithmetic question superstitions? It was Ramya who 
papers. Sujata read through them sneezed but she did brilliantly in 
and became quite depressed. The the exams held on that day. She 
questions were very easy! She did not et the superstitions bother 
could have easily answered them ‘her. | was fool to miss my exams. 
allfor she had studied everything. And I even told a lie! I shan't do 
anything so silly again.” 
On that last comforting thought, 
T hen the results were announ- Sujata went to congratulate Ramya 
ced, Sujata was astonished, not only for having come first in 
She had missed two exams so she class, but also for having kept her 
had no rank at all. But Ramya head. 
ES 
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WA ight, Abul” says his Gra Ne no Granny, Ianto cook! 
; GOK FAYWARAYN 












want to boll things and fry things 
and make something nice for 
says Abu. 

“Would you like to make custard 
for tea? Grandpa loves it,” says 
Granny. 

“No, I don't,” growls Grandpa 
from behind the book he is read- 
ing, “lke samosa and mysorepak 
and baiji!” 

“No, you like custard!” says 
Granny rolling her eyes at him. 

‘Abu hops up and down as he 


Lwill make it very: 

For my Grendpapa to eat! 
“Come Abu!” calls Granny from 
the kitchen. "You have to pour 
out three cups of milk into this 
saucepan first.” She ties a napkin 
round his waist. That is Abu’s 


BANG! CLING!! 

‘Abu has dropped the saucepan 
and the cup after it! Luckily only 
‘one cup of milk is spilt. Granny 
mops up the mess quickly. 

“I'm sorry!” says Abu and this 
time he measures out the milk care- 


fully, and puts the saucepan on 
the stove. Granny unties Abu's 
dirty napkin. 

“Now, you must put sugar into 
the milk,” says Granny, as she lights 


the stove. 

‘Abu wants to give Granny a 
surprise. He climbs ora little stool 
and reaches for the sugar. 

‘CRASH! TINKLE! TINKLE!! 

sugar bottle is broken. Abu 
‘cry. Granny doesn't say 
anything. 

Grandpa comes running. He 
picks up Abu and comforts him 
while Granny cleans the mess. 
She also gets some more sugar 
from the big drum. 

“The milk is going to boil. Put 
the sugar into it quickly!” Abu 
stops wailing, and jumps down 
from Grandpa's lap to do it. 

Now . 


‘Abu,” wars Granny “keep 
stirring!” Abu holds the ladle with 
both his little hands and keeps 
stirring. 

Granny 
of custard 
milk and 
the pot on the stove. 
BLOP—GLOP! GLOP—BLOP! 

‘And look! The custard is ready! 

“Grandpa!” shouts Abu. “Look 
its magict Thick yellow custard!” 

Granny takes the pan off the 
stove and puts it on the table under 
the fan. 

“Can I have some now?" asks 
Abu, trying to skim a bit off with 
his finger. “Oh! Oh!” he shouts 
when it scalds him! 

“You must wait until it cools 


a few spoonfuls 
ler in some cold 
the mixture into 


Abu!” explains Granny. “Cut some 






fruit to put on top!” the banana is in the basket now. 

“Yes | will!” says Abu dropping Abu squirms under the table, 
the basket Granny hands him. picks up all the fruits and washes 
The guava and apple roll away them. Once Granny helps him 
‘and the mango gets squishy, Only peel the fruits,Abu cuts them up 

carefully. Isn't he clever? 

But oh my! What has happened 
to Abu? He has fruit juice on his 
legs and arms. Bits of mango are 
sticking to his shirt, and fruit juice 


dribbles down his chin! 

‘The custard has cooled now and 
Abu puts the fruit in, save two 
pieces of apple. (He has eaten a 
lot of it by now!) He runs to 
Grandpa and gives him one piece 
of apple. “Don't tel,” he whispers 
as he stuffs the other piece into 
his mouth. 

Granny puts the custard in the 
refrigerator, and marches Abu off 
for a bath! Abu gets dressed and 
runs off to play singing, hopping 
at the end of each line: 

Custard for tea! 
Its made by me! 
For Grandpa and Granny, 


‘And Daddy and Mummy! 

At last its tea-time, Abu runs to 
the table. There in a big bowl is 
his delicious yellow custard, now 
cold and firmly set. And oh look! 
Cashews on top! How did they 
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get there? “Magic!” smiles Granny. 
“Thank you for making custard 
for tea!” says Mummy kissing Abu. 
“What?” exclaims Daddy. "Did 
Abu make this wonderful custard? 
All by himself? He is such a big 






boy now! 

“T can't wait to eat it!” says 
Grandpa. 

Granny smiles proudly, as she 
serves everyone. Everyone says it 
is delicious. Even Grandpa, who 
eats only bits of fruit! 

‘Abu licks his spoon, and his bowl, 
and his fingers! No more custard 
left! Except in Grandpa's bowl. 

‘Abu smiles at Grandpa. “Don't 
worry Grandpa! Tomorrow I'll 
‘make you samiosas and laddus!” 

“Tam going ‘out tomorrow, Abu!” 
says Granny ina hurry. “Your 
mother will help you cook for" 
Grandpa!” 





Mica joy ne, no bounds 
when she heard about the 
invitation to spend four weeks 
with her uncle’s family in Coonoor. 
Being her parent's only daughter 
she was eager to meet her cousin 
Manoj whom she hadn't seen in 
the past three years. 

One fine Saturday morning, 
Meenu and her parents set off in 
thelr car for Coonoor. Menu was 
lost in a world of her own, She 
dreamt about meeting Manoj and 
the fun they would have in her 
uncle's enormous garden, and all 
the beautiful places she was going 
to see with Manoj. Yes! It was 
going to be a fine holiday... 


Hiure's house was ona il 
‘The road to It was steep and 
winding like a long snake. 


The 





pretty flowers on either side of the 
road, and the tall trees and cool 
evening breeze, all enchanted 
Meenu. They finally reached the 
house and turned into the massive 
gates, Menu had never seen such 
a large lawn,or such a beautiful 
garden before, Was thata eucalyp- 
tus tree? She must ask someone, 

Meenu stepped out of the car 
and was swept into her uncle's 
strong arms, Then she tured to 
hug her aunt. 

“How big you've grown, Menu!” 
cried her aunt. "Why you are 
almost as tall as Manoj now!” 

“Where is Manoj, aunty?” asked 
Meenu eagerly, “I've been waiting 
to see him!" 

Suddenly the look of eager anti- 
cipation disappeared from Meenu's, 
face. Itwas replaced with a look of 


‘ATES da kya 
ge fas A f 


fear, She had heard a dog bark. ever she saw Kamini and Manoj 
“Oh no....!" she thought to herself. playing, she badlywanted tojoinin 
“Thope it isn't...” but fear kept her away. 

But of course it was. In a Manoj just couldn't understand 
momenta door flew open,and her why she was so withdrawn. He 
cousin Manoj raced out,and tore could see his cousin reading her 
actoss the garden to greet Meenu. book. Why couldn't she come and 
‘A huge alsation raced along at his_playwith him?Wasshegoingtobe 
heels, barking loudly and wagging like this the whole time she was 
its tail to and fro. here? It was going to be a really 

Meenu froze with fear. She boring holiday if she was. Manoj 
greeted Manoj with reserve and thought of all the lovely plans he 
moved to a safe place behind her had made for Kamini, Meenu and 
mother. “Oh no! This is going to himself and sighed. He went up to 
be a miserable holiday!” she Meenu who was reading. 
thought. “Meenu, there's a lovely little 

Manoj was puzzled by Meenu’s shop down the road. They sell glass 
behaviour. Why was she standing dolls. Why don't you come with 
behind her mother? He had been me?" asked Mano}. 
$0 excited that she was coming. “I'd love to....” began Meenu 
He remembered her as always eagerly,when Kamini rushed up 
chattering and laughing. He hoped with the stick that Manoj had 
she wouldn'tbe a bore. Shewasa thrown for her to fetch. Kamini 
girl, so maybe she was shy? He 
went upto her ang tried to tell her 











how he had got his dog Kamini, S 
last year. = 
Meenu quickly moved away and a 


clung to her mother's hand. They 
went indoors for it was nearlylunch 
time. Allthrough lunch Manoj des: 
cribed Kamin's antics in the gar- 
den. Meenu’s parents were amus: 
ed. Although intrigued by Manoj’ 
account of how Kamini had found 
a lost child, Meenu pretended not 
to be interested. She couldn't tell 
Manoj that she was ‘rightened of 
dogs, soshe spoke little tohim and 
felt miserable. 
couple of days passed. Meenu ~\ 
ught refuge in Manoj’s huge 2% 
collection of story books. When- 





pushed her cold nose between 
Meenu’s ankles. Meenu became 
tertified. “No.... | don’t want to!” 
she said before getting up and 
fleeing. 

Manoj continued to play with 
Kamini really puzzled at Meenu’s 
strange behaviour. 


Ore day, Mano's father pro 
posed a picnic at a nearby 
estate, Everyone was really excited: 
Nothing was as pleasant as a picnic 
beneath a shady tree bya bubbling 
stream! 

Meenu’s mother and aunt pre- 
pared lots of food. There was spicy 
pullay and a huge tin of pappads. 
‘There was also plenty of orange 
squash and potato chips and 
mangoes for desert. What a 























Everyone climbed into the jeep 
earlyin the moming. When Meenu 
found Kamini was going along she 
sat in front with her uncle. “Td 
like to see everything,” she said. 
Manoj was disappointed. “I could 
have shown you the sights from 
the back,” he said. But Meenu 
didn't say a word. 

Theyreached the estate and had 
their terrific lunch beneath the 
trees. To Meenu's relief Kamini 
curled up and went to sleep. She 
had had her lunch which Manoj’s 
mother had packed. The adults 
decided to go for a stroll around 
the estate. 

Meenu looked at Manoj. “Ican 
make nice paper boats. Why don't 
we float them in the stream,” she 
asked, Manoj looked at Menu 
“All right!” he said wondering if 





( Meenu was going to be her former 


self. “Come on!” 


{4 Meenu used all the newspaper 


her aunt had packed. Big boats, 
little boats, boats with swords be- 
neath them, boats with flags — she 
made a whole fleet! Manoj was 
delighted. They started a lovely 
game in which two ships get lost 
and the other ships had to find the 
‘missing ones. It was really a most 
exciting game! 

Meenu’s biggest boat was bobb- 
ing along merrily in the water, 
when suddenly to her great dis- 
may, it got caught in some 
branches and was tuck. Itcouldn't 
ove fowards or backwards. 
‘Abandoning all sense of caution, 
Meenu stepped down into the 
water. She was sure a gentle push 
would have the boat on its way 


again. Wading towards the boat 
she suddenly lost her footing on a 
slippery rock and fell. Panic over- 
came her and she found that she 
couldn't stand up again. Thewater 
was rushing away with her! 

“Manoj!” she screamed as her 
face too submerged in the water. 
“Manoj! Help! Save me!” 

Manoj had taken his boats fur- 
ther along the stream. Until he 
heard Meenu scream he hadn't 
realised the danger. He stood 
frozen in shock, not knowing what 
todo. “Meenu...” His voice was 
only a squeak. 

Splash! Into the water jumped 
Kamini. She swam strongly to- 
‘wards Menu through the frothing 
water. Mano} regained his voice 
and hopped up and down on the 
shore. “Save Meenu, Kamini! 
Come on!” he yelled very afraid 
now. If Kamini failed he couldn't 
save Meenu for he couldn't swim. 
“Come on,Kamini! Good dog! Get 
her!” 

By this time Kamini had reached 
Meenu and had caught her skirt 
between her strong jaws. She 
tumed the frightened girl around 
with a push,and swam for the 
shore. When she reached the bank 
Meenu just collapsed on the 
ground, shaken by the experience. 
Kamini just ran round and round 
Meenu in circles, wagging her tai 
and licking the git!’s face. 

Bythistime the adults had come 
back. Everyone patted Kamini, the 
heroine of the day, and agreed that 
she had been very brave. Itwas a 
happy group of people who 
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made their way to the jeep to go 
home, 


Thee days flew by and in no time 
atall twas time for Meenu and 
her parents to leave. Early in the 
morning, her father loaded all their 
luggage in the car. Meenu’s 
parents climbed in but Menu was 
nowhere to be found. 

‘A quick search followed. And 
then suddenly Manoj spotted her 
by her favourite bench in the gar- 
den. Meenu had her arms around 
Kamini’s neck and was sobbing her 
heart out. 

Manoj ran to Meenu and put 
his arm across her shoulders. “Hey! 
Don't cry Meenu. You can come 
and visit us next year!” he said 
comfortingly. 

“L know Manoj! But I've grown 
so fond of Kamini since the day | 
fell into the water!” wept Meenu. 
“hate to part from her and from 
you too!” 

‘When Meenu finally got into the 
car, her uncle said : “Well Meenu! 
Now that you are so fond of dogs, 
we'll bring you Kamini’s puppy to 
keep you company, when we come 
to visit you! Would you like that?” 

Meenu was delighted to hear 
that! “Yes, yes, yes, uncle! I'd love 
that!" she cried. "Kamin’sa lovely 
dog. I would love to have her 
puppy.” 

Finally all goodbyes said, the car 
moved off. Meenu waved to Manoj, 
frantically and Kamini barked het? 
goodbye, Meenu was a new 
person now. She had madea new 
friend! 









‘Once, due toe 
cure, Hghning was 


From the Hhtning and thunder 
‘an asura named Bali 


q ae 2: 


LORD GANESHA - AND THE 
WICKED ANALASURA 


STORY: ANANDHI PICTURES: VINU 
Worship Lord Gane 





| 
Tellme a way to conquer 
all the worl 





7 Lord! I salute yout Please grant me 
{a boon that the devas and their 
\, king Indra may be 


Bali was lost in penance for many | 
many years. 








‘So be it! | also give you three fort- 
resses. Henceforth no one besides 
Lord Siva can defeat you in battle! 


De conquered 


the netherworid and proceeded 
to the world of the devas... 


Ss 























Bali pushed Indra off his white elept 
Airavatha, and climbed on Airavatha’s back 
himself 


Ihave now conquered three 
worlds. Now only Satyaloka 
and Vaikunta remain to be won, 
Ha... Ha. Ha. 


“(will ook-Lord 
~2 Siva’s protection. It 
Lis the oni 
% 


ly way... 
AD 
VE 











before me! 





[Bal prayed to Lord Gariesha | “True to his word, Lord Ga 
‘once ag Bali the three fortresses. 





ali could now fly in any 
direction he chose 80 he 
‘was called Tripura, 


* Vajradamsht 
‘you live long in the golden 
fortress... 








Veomakays, th So the sons of Bali, attacked 
is for youl Kalakoota, you and conquered new worlds, 
take the copper of from the safety of their 
fortress! flying fortresses, 














and destroy all 
They would suddenly de- | forms of ite 
scond upon a place. there. 








Bali asked two of his 
deputies to rule 
Vaikunta and Satye 
loka. 
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Chanda! 
Satyaloka 
Oh no! The silver fortress | isfor you! 


thas come! Run! 






Prachanda| You can 


How is it that Brahma, Vishnu 
> and all you others have come 
to Kallasa together? What 
is the matter? 


Great one! Do not 
‘mock us! You know 
that Bali has. 
‘captured all our 


Welcome sir! Please 
toll me what | 
can do for you 


| Oh yes! Ihave 


Pi for deliverance. 


|[Lord Ganesha appeared before VER 
Bali in the guise of a brahmin a 



















heard about your 
ha 








Unlimited powers 
from Lord | 
Ganesha, Cort | Do not fear! Bal's arrogance will 
Ganesha himself S 















7\what do you mean? 
[Your remark seems 
double-edged... 












‘Oh king! My name is 
Kaladhara. | have travelled 
‘around the world and 
wherever | have gone 
have heard your praises 
sung... Dut 


Satyaloka and Vaikuntal! 
yvthing! What 


The 
nothing that is not 
within my power. 


‘hesitate 
to ask you 
what you cannot 

give. 





do you want? Only tell 
ME on? 





Huh! Is that all? Consider the 


Idol yours! 











In the meanwhile 
inKetoss 


‘an end to our 
troubles! 


Do not worry! Make all 
the necessary prepara 
tions for me to go to 


“A battle! 


Chandra, the 
be the wheels: 

the four Vedas shall be the horses 

drawing the chariot; the moun- 

tains shall be pillars; the holy 

Shastras shall be the bells. I myseit <7 

willbe charioteet: 





‘And so a beautiful chariot was made. = 





The great Mount 
Mert was fashioned 
into a bow and Lord 


Vishnu said 


| will be your 
‘arrow! 





We are the messengers of 
the great asura Bali. We 


Go and tell Bali 


and landed upon 
the army of the 











Mount Meru maybe curved 
{into 8 bow but without me 
to be the bow string, , how. 
‘gould Lord Siva have 

shot his arrows? 








Lord Siva became 
aware of these 
thoughts. 


‘And Lord Vishnu thought. 


tts a good thing that | serve. 
‘otherwise it will be an 
impossible task to kill Bali! 


‘able to manoeuvre 
successfully! 





Forgive us 


Lord Siva danced 
‘on the heap of 
ashes. This dance 
was called Kodu 
Kotti. 





He was on his way to 
his ashram after his I 
bath, when. t 5 Why do you 
bring grass for 
the pooja, when 
there are so 
many different 
flowers to 
B. choose from? 














‘Yama hid in the ladies chambers ‘Analasure was filed with 


‘arrogance, He tormented the 


pS 
oud of 0 
rec 















‘tZ 


| will save you from Anslasura, 
Do not fear! 


+ Achant invoking Lord Ganesh. 


is 


“@ arel Were you trying to 
fide from me? Good! 
5 Tirnow get you 


all together... 


GE 


be 


‘Analasural You have 
‘travelled around many 
worlds... but there are 
many more worlds. 
within ma... 








All the worlds suffered Lard Ganesha was laid down with 


in the scorching 
heat. cannot 


x = ae 
coe, ED), Senos 
cetat 

f 


This heat which affects Lord Ganesha 
causes all the worlds to suffer 


Finally rishis worshipped 
Lord Ganesha 
with gras. 


In future those who wish to please 
re, can worship me with twenty-one 
blades of grass! 





My body and mind are cool now. 


SPELLING SUMS! 


— Compiled by “Nupur” 


1. With the help of the given clues find the name of a great 
conqueror. 


© -pr= # 
‘\ . <= 
©] -po=——+ 
R| -1T=—+ 
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2, With the help of the given clues find the name of a great 
commander. 
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“Ihave specially created a hobby 
for children who wonder what to 
do in their spare time. It keeps 
them occupied indoors, and it also 
keeps them quiet,” says the charm: 
ing Mumtaz Alam who runs The 
Crafts Basket in Madras. Do you 
wish to make a paper doll? If so 
here's what you should know! 


YOU NEED : 


* Duplex crepe paper (any colour 
for dress). For one doll, you 
need paper sized 18” X 10.” 

* Plain crepe paper (Black or 
brown for hair). A small piece 
5” X 5” square will do, 

* 1 thermocole ball for face (It 
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can be cut from a packing case. 
Thermocole balls are available 
in crafts shops as well.) 

3 aluminium wires, each 14” in 
length, gauge 22, for body, 
hands and legs. 

Gummed tape 1/4” wide in 
white colour. 


WHAT TO DO: 


* Wind the gummed tape around 

all 3 wires, one by one. 

Bend the wire for the legs. Bend 

another wire for the body and 

neck. (You should have what 

looks like two hair pins.) 

* Insert the bent wire into the 
thermocole ball. Tape the wire 
to the ball for firmness. 


* Insert the second bent wire (for 
the legs) through the first wire. 


Cut a piece of duplex crepe 
paper into 3 pieces, each sized 
4” X 6" and wrap around the 
body for shape, Tapeiitin place. 


Cuta piece of white tissue paper 
(or any white paper) to make 
the petticoat 

Cut 2 small pieces of duplex 
paper 2” X 114" for the puffed 
sleeves. Stick with adhesive. 
(Remember to do the sleeves 
first and then the dress!) 

Cut duplex paper 8° 4". 
Pleat around the waist of the 
doll. Stick with adhesive. Wrap 
another piece of duplex paper 


AN 





for the top of the frock, taking 
care to cover the joints of the 
sleeves. 

* Pleat the lower waist and wrap 
it with tape. 

* For the skirt, cut duplex paper 
10” X 8", doin the 2 ends with 
adhesive. Stretch the lower part 
of the frock slightly, Pleat the 
top and stick at the waist. Cut a 
small piece of paper and cover 
it with tape for the waistband. 

* The frock can be decorated with 
cut paper flowers or paper rib: 
bons, The doll can have neck- 
laces and bangles, if desired. 

* For the hair : take ihe 5” % 5” 
crepe paper and make cuts 
for the hair strands. 


s" 

















Roll the strands around a wire 
to give a wavy look at hair, 
Stick to the thermocole ball 

* Draw the eyes, nose and lips 
with. sketchpens, 

As Mumtaz Alam says, this paper 
doll can be dressed in Indian style, 
with a little bit of imagination. So 
get cracking! 
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* Lite Green 


QUR FEATHERED ~~ 


The Hoopoe is often mistaken 
for a woodpecker because of its 
Jong beak and jerking motion of 
the head, but it isn't a wood: 
pecker at all! It often feeds on 
the ground with quick jerks on 
the head. Its farvlike crest is seen 
only when the bird alights on 
the ground or when itis uneasy 
It takes its name from its call. 
The White Breasted Kingfisher 
feeds as its name suggests on 
fish. But its main food consists 
of frogs, lizards, beetles and other 
small creatures. It watches for 
its prey from a perch on a post 
ora tree. Its call sounds like a 
cackling scream. Its usually nests 
ina lake hole in a bank of dry 
earth. 

You must have seen the Little 
Green Bee-Eater sitting on fen. 
ces or telephone poles, flying in 
quick, jerky tums. They often 
line up side by side and cons- 
tantly change places, as first one 
and then another launches out 
after an insect. 

The Purple Sunbird is a familar 
bird. It is usually found in gar- 
dens, where trees and shrubs 
are in flower for it feeds mainly 


‘on the nectar it sucks from the 
flowers. When no flowers are to 
be had the little birds also eat 
small flies or other insects. The 
male and the female look very 
different from one another. 


* Purple Sunbirds 
(male and female) 





* Often mistakenly called parrot, 
the Rose-ringed Parakeet, often 
poses a serious threat to farmers, 
for large flocks of these birds 
can do much damage to crops 
and fruits, Two toes of the bird 
point forward, and two behind, 
for they are beautifully adapted 
for climbing, 

* One of the most familiar birds 
in India, the Paddy bird, can be 
seen by every pool, ditch and 
swamp. The typically hunched 
figure of the bird cannot be easily 
spotted unt! it flies when its white 
wings flash into view. 


* Little Egrets faced extinction 


* Rove-inged 
Parakeets 
(male and female) 


* Paddy bird 


some years ago as they were 
hunted and killed for their 
plumes. Happily now however, 
many of them remain in the 
ponds and marshes of India 





















where they stalk about after fish, 
frogs, and insects. They are 
usually found among other water 
birds So look carefully if you want 
to spot them 


Compiled by 
Rukmini Ramachandran 
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(ola) me 


He heard a real good 
sneeze lately? Ah! I didn't think 
80, for nowdays, it is considered 
good manners to stifle a sneeze, 
and sneezes are just a modest 
‘Choo’ instead of the gigantic 
‘Aah—aah—ah—choo’ that they 
used to be. 

What is life worth if one 
cant permit oneself the pleasure 
of sneezing for fear of being label: 
led ill-mannered? Sneezing has 
many good uses, | will endeavour 
to make clear to you. 

First of all, you must know that 
sneezing is caused by the tickling 
of the nose, by the dust or foreign 


particles which try to enter your 
Jungs through it, and the involun- 
tary retaliation to such an invasion 
is naturally the sneeze! Now just 
think, the dust has the impudence 
to try to enter your lungs and you 
meekly try to hide the fact by stifling 
your sneeze? Don't you think it's 
wiser to let the world know that 
you have conquered the intruders 
by sneezing nice and loud? 

Quite often, a sneeze is quite an 
effective way of breaking the ice 
when you are stuck with someone 
to whom you have just been intro- 
duced; or in a classroom, when 
the teacher has been dragging on 





for sometime, and both the stu- 
dents and teacher are feeling the 
heat! A good sneeze on such occa- 
sions can relieve the tension, A 
friend of mine claims that it was 
an explosive sneeze of mine in 
the examination hall, that by 
making him laugh, cleared his 
mind, and enabled to him to solve 
a dificult problem. 

‘Now don''t think that I'm advising 
you all to sneeze your heads off! 
Far be it from that! However what I 
am saying, is that if you do feel a 
sneeze corning on, don't try to stifle 
it unduly, for there is nothing like a 
good sneeze to make you feel 
better, for it clears your head, and 
leaves you feeling fine. However, 
if you have a large number of 
sneezes in a short space of time 
run to the nearest clinic, for you're 
coming in for a cold! 

So friends, be kind and thought- 
ful, and give others a chance to 
laugh. As a result if this article, I 
hope to hear a lot of explosive 
sneezes all around me, and I'm 


Answers to Spelling Sums. 





1, Pail pi = AL, Pen — pn = E, 
Box — bo = X, Ant — 
Deer ~ e = DER. 
AL+E+X+AN+DER = 
ALEXANDER 





2, Hand~ d = HAN, Night — ght 
= NI, Ball — 1 5 BAL. 


HAN+NI+BAL = HANNIBAL. 




















sure that you will find that the 


mn who lets himself sneeze 


really loud, will possess that truly 
human virtue — humour, Excuse 
me for a minute, dear readers, | 
feel a sneeze coming on; Excuse 
Means Acheh. 


CHO. ! 





T. Shiva Sandhi, aged 15. 











Babu : Why is that poor Kangaroo 
crying? 

Kelu : Someone pickpocketed her 
baby! 





Clouds in the sky come every day, \, \ ] 
They dance and play and go aay. *Y 
They daily rain down plenty of water —\ 
And spread all around, joy and laughter.\/{}, 
Often the clouds come early morning, 
While some children are still snoring 
Says the frog, “It will pour with rain!” 
“Yippee! Is that so?" cries the crane. 
Plip-plop, plip-plop, fall the rain drops, 
The crane flutters with joy, the frog hops! 
‘The children are overjoyed at the sight, 
Even adults are filled with delight. 
Flowers peep from the windows of their hearts, 
|G The bullocks look up as they pull the carts; 
Never to be forgotten is the rainy day, 
So full of joy, and so happy and gay! 














Thewe once lived a king who 
loved to hunt. One day as this 
«ing was returning to his palace 
after a hunt, he heard the notes of 
sweet music. Looking around he 
saw a boy playing a flute. 

‘When he neared the boy he dis- 
covered that the boy looked poor 
and unhappy. He spoke to the 
boy and was charmed by his intelli 
gent answers. He decided to take 
the boy to his palace and look 


anal 


after him. 

The boy grew up in the palace. 
The king looked after him well 
He appointed a teacher for the 
boy, and the boy worked hard. 
The teacher was surprised at his 
intelligent grasp of all his subjects. 


few years passed. The king 
A called the boy, now a man and 


questioned him. ‘Impressed with 


his answers the king appointed him 





as his financial advisor. 

The man worked for the king 
honestly and well. He earned a 
good name, and the people res: 
pected him. "He was also kind and 
took it upon himself to help those 
less fortunate than himself, for he 
never forgot his childhood troubles. 

The others in the court of the 
king became jealous of the financial 
advisor's place in the heart of the 
king. They went to the king with 
false reports about him, saying that 
he had been stealing the wealth 
from the treasury of the king. 


The king went to the treasury 
and opened up the coffers. He 
found nothing wrong, Yet his sus 
picions were aroused. So he deci 
ded to go and search his financial 
advisor’s house 


When he reached there he saw 
that his young financial advisor 
was praying. Before him, was a 
little bundle 

The king was sure that he would 
find stolen wealth in the bundle. 
He rushed into the house and 
ordered the young man to open 
the bundle. 

When it was opened the king 
was astonished to find that the 
bundle contained just an old tor 
dhoti anda flute, The young man 
had kept the things, to remind him 
of his childhood 

The king was sorry he had be: 
lieved his courtiers poisonous 
words. He praised his financial 
advisor and made him his minister. 


Murali Vedorathinam, aged 14 









Wen the rose smiles, 

Isee the face of God: 
When it sways 

“ In the gentle breeze 
Lunderstand 
That God can dance: 
In its sweet fragrance 
Ican feel God — 
Is God like a rose? 


S. Jayashree, aged 12 





Oe thee ve te, oy of 
Ekachakra, a wood-cutter 
named Devachandra. Every even: 
ing when he returned from work 
he would quarrel with his wife 
Suman, Their quarrels always 
started over silly things, Then they 
would fling temble insults at one 
another. 


Suman decided one day, that 
some end must be made to this 
constant squabbling. So she went 
to Srutamma,a well known lady 
physician and asked her to cure 
her and her husband of their quar- 
reling natures, Srutamma you see, 
‘was not just a healer of bodies, 
she could cure a person of evil 
thoughts as well! 

When Srutamma heard Suman's 
story she smiled. She went into 











her hut and brought out a pot full 
of tamarind water, She told 
Suman it was a cure for her 
troubles and that she should have 
a sip as soon as her husband came 
home. 


‘Wrhen Desachand came home 
that evening he started to 
insult his wife, who at once took a 
sip of medicine. She found it so 
bitter and sour that she couldn't 
swallow it, neither could she spit it 
out on the floor. So she just kept 
it in her mouth and kept quiet. 

“The effect of the medicine was 
seen. Receiving no reply from his 
wile Devachandra stopped quarre- 
ing, and thanks to Srutamma's 
medicine, in a few days, their 
quarrels stopped forever and 
Suman and Devachandra settled 
into a life of peace. 


Ramakrishnan lyer, aged 13 
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Rize wes a very intelligent boy. Cyne night Raju went to bed, 


He was also very imaginative. ‘reading a book on outer space 
His favourite pastime was reading. as usual, He was fast asleep but 
He liked to read about stars and suddenly at midnight, he woke up 
planets and outer space. He loved for no reason feeling very giddy. 
to read about rockets and satellites He sat up witha start and looked 
too, The more Raju read, the around, and was shocked to find 
more he wondered about the uni- that he was not on his bed at all, 
verse. Were there other planets ike but on a lawn,in the middle of a 
Earth, on which there were living park, 
creatures? He looked up and suddenly saw 
a round object landing. He was 
really surprised. His dearest wish 
‘was about to come true! He was 
going to meet someone from outer 
space! 
He went closer to the object 
| As he had quessed, it was a space 
craft, As he watched with keen 
B interest, he saw some peculiar 
shaped bodies with only faces and 
Jong tentacles gliding around. They 
looked a bit like octopuses. 
| ‘The strange creatures looked 
fj odd but were very kind. Their 





captain tried to communicate with 


Raju. He made strange sounds 
which Raju couldn't understand 
Their language was too diferent. 
He had never heard anything like 
it. But the captain shook Raju’s 
hand with his tentacles and Raju 
understood that the creatures wish: 
ed to be his friends. He took them 
into his house and fed them with 
guavas, 


Rit’: mother woke upto denk 
some water and not finding 
Raju in his bed, she came down to 
see what the matter was, 

When she saw Raju surrounded 
by the strange creatures she was 
frightened. She grabbed a large 
stick and began to beat them, to 
drive them avway. 


Raju wished to tell his mother 
that the creatures were his fiends, 
and that she should not beat them. 
So he shouted out loud. His 
mother caught his shoulder's and 
gave him a shake. and wouldn't 
listen to what he was saying. She 
kept shaking him... She kept calling 
his name. 


Givens Rau woke to find i 
‘mother shaking him. He looked 
around in surprise to find that he 
wasin bed, His mother was calling 
his name softly “Raju! It's time 
for school!” 

Rajui was most disappointed. It 
had only been a dream, He wished 
it had been true! 


— $. Arun, aged 13 
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Thave a little garden of my own, 
In my garden, the honey bees drone 
My litle garden is very sweet — 

Init, all my friends do meet! 

My garden has many beautiful flowers, 
Inmy garden I spend many hours, 
‘The grass in my garden isa rich green 
And all the leaves have a shiny sheen, 
In the garden, are the butterflies, 
Hove my garden, its really nice. 








CRC Saal 


Rinku : Mother! I've got a thorn in 
my foot! Can | use this pin to 
get it out? hen someone u, “What 

wines dose re eaiins | Woe sour optey 4 an 8 

Peal ati girl!” or “I am a boy!” But when 

ku = But mother. its safety | you are alone and you ask yourself 

ta the same question it is more diff 

— Veda Purushothaman. | cult to answer. The question is 

not whether you are male or female, 

it is “What is inside you?” Then 

you remember that an immortal 
soul dwells within... 

Where is the soul? Within our 
bodies we can see the heart, and 
we know where the brain-is, but 
do we know where lifes... or even 








WHAT AM I? 


— Priya Viswanathan, oged 12 
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Ory a sound body can possess 

a sound mind. Good health is 
man’s most precious possession, 
If a person is healthy he can work 
hard — enough to gain wealth. 

A sick man is a very unhappy 
man, He can neither enjoy his food 

snot the company of his friends. 
His weslth is of no use to him and 
life itself becomes a burden. 

Good health depends on two 
basic factors which we often ignore 
— regular, and vigourous excercise 
and a good, balanced diet. Wrong 
food and lots of it, and little or no 
excercise, can make us sick 

Regular excercise is the key to 
good health. A brisk walk or run 
in the morning, in the open air 





keeps us strong and fresh, Sports, 
of all kinds are good for the body, 
because games like hockey, foot- 
ball, and kabadi help the blood to 
circulate freely to all parts of the 
body. 

‘A good diet is essential for health. 
The body needs well balanced 
meals with the correct proportion 
of vitamins, carbohydrates and 
proteins. These are necessary to 
keep our body strong and healthy. 





always stop when we feel like just 
alittle more. We must eat a lot of 
fruits and leafy vegetables, and we 
‘must eat raw vegetables whenever 
we can. 

Ifa man has a lot of money, but 
no healthy body, he cannot lead a 
peaceful life. Without good health 
a man may neither think great 
thoughts nor perform great deeds. 
Health is wealth. Let us safeguard 


% N. Kavidha, aged 12 
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THe LION 


inku Rabbit sat on a bill and 

admired the beauty of the sun 
rise. He could see a stream with 
clear water running below, and he 
admired the litle waves that rippled 
nits surface. 

‘There was suddenly a loud roar 
behind him, “I am going to eat 
oul” 

It was Lion Singh, the ruler of 
the forest. 

Rinku thought of running away 
but there was only one way down 
the hill and the, lion stood just 
there. Rinku couldn't run the other 
way, so he decided to face the 
growling lion. 

“Are you going to run away?” 
asked Lion Singh with a loud 
laugh. 

“Oh no!” replied Rinku, “I was 
only thinking, that though you are 
the strongest animal of all — Iam 
the most intelligent! So I think you 
will be wise to accept my offer of 
friendship, because physical 
strength like yours, is of no use 
against intelligence like mine!” 

Lion Singh'was annoyed. He 





roared in rage. “Are you saying 
my strength’s useless!” he thun- 
dered. 

“Yes!” said Rinku. “If you don't 
believe that, lets pit our strengths 
against each other. If you win you 
can eat me, and if | win you must 
leave all rabbits alone for the rest 
of your life.” 

“agree!” said Lion Singh. “Let's 
see who's stronger. 

Rinku pointed to a large rock 
nearby, “Whoever can throw this 
rock into the water below is 
strongest!” he said. 

Lion Singh walked up to the 
rock and tried to lift it. At first it 
‘wouldn't budge and after straining 
hard, Lion Singh managed to lift 
a few inches but he couldn't drop 
it into the water below. He finally 
conceded defeat. 

Rinku then ran up to the rock. 
He didn't try to lift it but gave it a 
push ontoa slope. The rock rolled 
down into the water. 

Lion Singh was impressed by 
Rinku's intelligence and decided 
to be his friend. 
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cong long ago. in the sunny land 
‘of Spain, there lived a man 
called Don Quixada. He loved to 
read stories, especially stories about 
knights who rode around the 
‘county rescuing beautiful maidens 
from terrible giants and enchanted 
castles, 
Don Quixada had nothing else 
to do except read such stories, for 





he had a man to look after his 
farm at La Mancha, and a house: 
keeper to look after his house. So 
he read all through the day and 
most of the night 

Soon he had read so many of 
them that as time went on he forgot 
who he was and imagined himself 
to be a knight in armour. He 
forgot that he was not young, or 
handsome or clever. He was 
actually very thin and long and 


well past middle age, Yet he felt 
that he could do brave deeds just 
as well as the story book knights! 
“Lam going to be a knight.” he 
told himself, “I will put on my 
shining armour, mount my noble 
steed and set out in search of 
adventure!” 
S° he started making prepara: 
tions. His first task was to find 
a shining suit of armour. A rusty 
‘one which belonged to his great 
grandfather was found in the 
lumber room. Don Quixada scrub: 
bed it and polished it til the metal 
shone brightly. 

The next step was to get the 
helmet. Unfortunately, there was 
only one half of his great grand: 
father's helmet left, but Don 
Quixada made the remaining half 
with cardboard and fitted the whole 
together. Don Quixada decided 
to test the strength of the helmet 
and he struck a hard blow on it 
with his sword, 

Crash! The cardboard half fell 
to pieces! Don Quixada made it 
whole again and this time he lined 
it with thin iron sheets, However, 
he wisely decided not to test its 
strength a second time! 

As for the noble steed for the 
gallant knight to ride on, our hero 
hhad to make the best of his thin 
and bony white horse. But he 
made up for the horse's weakness 
by giving ita fine sounding name, 
Rosinante! He also decided to 
call himself Don Quixote of La 
Mancha 

He then remembered that like 


" 


the story book knights, he must 
have a lady, whom he should 
declare to be the most beautiful in 
the world. Only then could he 
fight with those who disagreed. 
He hardly knew any ladies, far less 
beautiful ones. He racked his 
brains, and finally remembered a 
country girl called Aldonza 
Lorenzo, whom he decided hence- 
forth to refer to as the Charming 
Dulcinea del Toboso. Then he 
was ready and very pleased with 
his grand preparations. 

‘Armed with his sword, spear, and 
shield, dressed in his shining suit 
of armour, with his helmet tied in 
place with a piece of green ribbon, 
Don Quixote mounted Rosinante 
and set out in search of adventure. 


A ter he had been riding along 
for sometime he realised, 
that though he was dressed like a 
knight, he had not actually been 
knighted. But he had read in his 
books that some men were knight: 
ed by people whom they met on 
the way, So he rode on hoping to 
meet someone who would agree 
to make him a knight. 

All through the day, Rosinante 
and Don Quixote clip-clopped 
through the countryside, without 
a single adventure coming their 
way. By evening, both man and 
beast were very tired. They reach- 
ed a wayside inn. Don Quixote 
imagined it to be a castle and stood 
outside, waiting for the trumpet to 
‘blow from the battlements, to an- 
nounce his arrival. 

It so happened that at that 


moment, a farmer in a nearby field 
‘blew his hor to call his pigs. Don 
Quixote took it for the trumpet 
call and rode upto the door of the 
inn. Two serving maids, who stood 
by the door, started giggling at the 
strange sight of a knight in armour! 
The landlord, who came out at 
that time could not help laughing 
himself. But being a good natured 
fellow, and not intending to offend 
his customers, he politely beaged 
Don Quixote to come inside. 

Don Quixote dismounted stiffly. 
He was feeling sore after a long 
day in the saddle. He asked the 
innkeeper to take the greatest care 
of Rosinante, the finest horse in 
the world. The two maids helped 
him remove his armour, but the 
helmet could not be taken off 
without the green ribbon being cut. 
Don Quixote refused to have it 





cut. “Iwill eat my supper with my 
helmet on” he declared. So one 
of the girls fed him and the landlord 
poured wine into his mouth 
through a funnel! 

After supper, Don Quixote took 
the landlord into the stable, and 
much to the latter's surprise, knelt 
before him and said, “I request 
you to grant me the honour of 
knighthood.” The landlord was 
tired, and wanted to go to bed, so 
he decided to humourhis eccentric 
guest. “I will knight you in the 
moming,” he told Don Quixote 
but added, “All knights should have 
a squire to ride with them to carry 
their purse and a spare set of 
clothes!" 

Don Quixote agreed to abide 
by this piece of good advice. In 
the meantime, he announced that 
like a true knight he would keep 
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vigil all through the night. He 
took off his annour and laid it in 
the trough where horses had their 
drink and paced up and down in 
the courtyard all night long, 


Wren morning came, a man 
came along with his horse and 
finding the armour in the trough 
he picked it up and threw it away. 
An angry Don Quixote gave him a 
sharp blow over the head with his 
spear. The man cried out loudly, 
and people came running out of 
the inn and started pelting stones 
on Don Quixote. Not afraid, Don 
Quixote, held his shield in front of 
him and brandishing his sword, 
dared anyone to come near him. 
‘The innkeeper, not caring for 


such disturbance in his inn, decided 
to get rid of his unwelcome guest 
as soon as possible. He took him 
aside, gave a smart slap on his 
back with the flat part of the sword, 
Don Quixote was happy at being 
knighted and the innkeeper was 
happy to see him ride away, even 
though he had not paid for his 
supper! 


Dom Quixote now had to engage 
‘a squire, He rode home, for 
he had decided to ask a fat, jolly 
farmer called Sancho Panza who 
lived nearby, Sancho agreed to 
act as his squire, so Don Quixote 
got some money together and 
some clean shirts for Sancho to 


cary in is saddle bags. Unfortu- 





nately, Sancho had no horse, but 
only a donkey. Nevertheless, the 
two set out in search of adventure. 


De Quixote and Sancho Panza 
rode all night long, and dawn 
found them on a hill top over look: 
inga valley with thirty or fony wind 
mills standing in it. 

Don Quixote cried out excitedly. 
“Look, my friend,’ There are some 
giants for me to fight. They stand 
with their long arms as described 
in the stories!” 

Sancho Panza could not share 
his master’s enthusiasm, “I see 
no giants,” he said, "There are 
only windmills and the things you 
think are arms are only the sails 
which the wind drives around.” 

But Don Quixote was deter 
mined, With his spear poised in 
front, he charged down the hillside 
shouting, "Standing cowards, do 
not run away from a. single 
knight.” At that moment, the wind 
rose and the sails of the wind mills 
began to turn! Furious at the 
thought that the giants were waving 
their arms at him, Don Quixote 
attacked them full speed, and as 
his spear struck the fast-moving. 
sail, horse and man were sent 
hurtling in different directions by 
the force of the impact. 

Sancho came rushing down the 
hillside to help his master. “Did | 
not warn you against tilting at 
windmills” he said, But Don 
Quixote refused to accept defeat 
“A wizard must have changed the 
giants into windmills, But mark 
my words, | will defeat him yet!” 





he declared. “I hope so,” mumbled 
Sancho, heaving Don Quixote on, 


Don Quixote's spear was broken 


in this adventure, But taking a 
leaf out of his story books he 
fashioned a new spear by attaching 
his broken spear point to a branch 
of an oak tree. 

Sancho noticed that his master 
‘was not siting straight in his saddle. 
“Are you hurt?" he asked Don 
Quixote, “Yes,” replied the knight. 
“But a true knight should never 
complain about his wounds" he 
said pompously. Further more. 
when they halted for the night, he 
neither ate nor slept, but spent 
the whole night thinking of his lady 
Dulcinea, Sancho, meanwhile, was 
happy that such rigid rules did not 
apply to squires, and ate a huge 
supper and slept soundly till day 
break, 


Phe long sunny days went by 
with many a merry adventure 
coming their way. One hot day. 
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Sancho who was carrying his 
master’s helmet went to a nearby 
farm to fetch milk. Seeing a wagon, 
flying bright red and yellow flags, 
coming down the road towards 
him, Don Quixote excitedly called 
‘out to Sancho, “Bring me my 


helmet quickly. I see some new 
adventure coming my way.” In 
his haste to obey his master, 
Sancho had got the milk in the 
helmet instead of a basin. Before 
he had time to explain the matter 
to his master, Dan Quixote, with 
his eyes still on the approaching 
wagon, snatched the helmet and 
slapped it on his head. 

The milk poured down his face! 
For a moment Don Quixote 
thought that his brains had started 
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melting in the heat. Sancho then 
explained the matter to him and 
gave him a piece of cloth to wipe 
his face. They then got ready to 
face the new adventure. 

The wagon meanwhile, had 
drawn near them, There was a 
man sitting on top of it and the 
driver was riding one of the mules 
that drew the wagon. “Where are 
you going, my friends?” asked Don 
Quixote, riding upto the wagon. 
“What have you got inside and 
what is the meaning of these flags?" 

“Lam taking a lion to the king,” 
said the man sitting on top. “The 
flags are to show that the lion be: 
longs to the king.” 

“A lion!” exclaimed Don Quixote. 
“Open the cage and I will fight 


him,” said he. 

The lion keeper pleaded with 
him. He warned him that the lion 
was hungry and that he would tear 
them all to pieces. But Don 
Quixote was adamant. So Sancho 
and the wagon driver led Rosinante 
and the mules to a safe distance 
while the lion keeper opened the 
cage and quickly stepped aside. 

Don Quixote bravely drew his 
sword and went near the lion. 
The lion stood up, glared fiercely 
and roared, baring its teeth. The 
brave knight stood his ground. 
The lion gave him another fierce 
glare, then turned and with a long, 
tired yawn, lay down and fell asleep! 

Don Quixote felt disappointed. 
“Make him come out,” he told the 
lion keeper. But the clever keeper 
told him, “He is not as brave as 
you are, Sir Knight,” “I will tell the 
king what a brave knight you are!” 
Don Quixote was satisfied, and 
allowed the wagon to proceed on 
its way. 


G ome day later they reached 
the sea. Neither of them had 
seen the sea before and Sancho 
thought that the boats were strange 


animals and that the oars were 
their legs! 

As Don Quixote was riding along 
the sands in full armour, another 
fully armed knight, with a white 
moon painted on his shield, came 
riding towards him. 

When the two knights, met, the 
stranger called out, “I am the Knight 
‘of the White Moon, and | declare 
that my lady is more beautiful than 
your lady Dulcinea. If you do not 
agree, let us fight. If 1 conquer 
you, | will not kill you, but you 
must promise to go back home 
and not go in search of adventures 
for one whole year. Do you accept 














my challenge?" he asked. 

Don Quixote was ready to fight. 
The two knights tuned their horses 
to make room for the charge, and 
thundered towards each other at 
great speed, ‘The Knight of the 
White Moon threw down Don 
Quixote in a twinkling of an eye, 
and ordered him to surrender. 

“L will not yeild,” said Don 
Quixote. “Kill me if you wish!” 
But the Knight of the White Moon 
said, “I don't want to kill you. I 
only want you to abide by your 
promise to go home,” 

Actually, Don Quixote, after all 
his adventures, was pale and sick, 
and so he was quite content to 
promise, He could hardly walk 





KETOLD BY MEERA FROM THE 
STORY BY CERVANTES. 


and had to be carried away in a 


stretcher. 
At home, Don Quixote lay for 
many weeks in a fever, with 
the faithful Sancho attending on 
him, Then one day, he woke from 
a deep sleep and cried out, "How 
silly of me to try and behave like 
the knights in the story books! Now 
I can see that itwas all nonsense!" 
‘And afterwards, Don Quixote 
stayed at home, Little did he know 
that the Knight of the White Moon 
had fought him, not to defeat him, 
but to make him stay at home and 
realise the stupidity of make-believ- 
ing that he wasa story book knight! 








L Margaret Hilda Roberts, made 
‘my entry into this world, on the 
‘morning of 13th October 1925, the 
second daughter of Beatrice and 
Alfred Roberts. 

My father was a grocer in North 





Parade, Grantham, a typical small 
‘market -town in the heart of Lincoln- 
shire. His ancestry was Welsh 
om his father's side and Irish on his 
mother's side. My mother however, 
ee from Lincolnshire. One 

grand-fathers was a shoe: 
taker and the other was a rallvay 
guard. My parents were respectable 
people and not afraid of hard work. 

It was in this atmosphere of a 
predominantly close community, 
that my sister and |were bom. From 
an early age, a strong feeling of 
duty and respect towards our 
parents was instilled in us. The 
family unit was the focal point of 
our existence, the centre around 
which our world revolved. 

The people of Grantham recog- 
nised my parents as people who 
were always true to their principles 
and beliefs. My father 
‘was a wonderful man. He set high 
standards for us, and his guidance 
proved invaluable in later years. 
He never tolerated the words, “I 
cant!” or “Its too difficult!” 

remember that there was nothing 
extravagant about our household. 
We lived in a flat above the store. 
There was no garden, no bath or 
running hot water. Each bedroom 
had a wash-stand — a mug and a 
basin! 

My earliest recollection of serving 
in the shop is when I was about 
ten. | liked it because I met so 
many different kinds of people and 
‘came to know many of them very 
well. 

Ofcourse, if you have a grocer’s 
shop, your father's work is very 
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mucha part of your life. Wewerea 
family grocer, and in those days 
you used to go to people's doors, 
take down their orders and deliver 
the goods. My father went on the 
order round twice a week and some- 
times | would go with him. In that 
era, there was more to do in that 
type of shop than there is today, in 
that you had to weigh up the butter 
from a large block, weigh out the 
sugar from huge sacks and weigh 
‘out the tea from tin canisters, All 
thishadtobedoneonslackmomings 
and during the school holidays my 
sister and I used to spend many an 
hour helping our parents. We 
enjoyed this because there was 
always something to doandit made 


us feel rather grown up. 
M yy favourite time was undoubt- 
edly the Christmas season 
when we putall the decorations up 
inthe shop and I could hardly wait 
for all the crackers and Christmas 
cakes to arrive. It was a magical 
time, and sometimes we used to 
spend the weekend packing up 
parcelsto send outto the old folk. 
remember the great excitement, 
when we bought the first delivery 
van. Cars weren't nearly so much 
apart of life as they are today, and 
you had to work very hard to get 
them. It was quite an event, when 
instead of having the goods deliver- 
ed on a bicycle, we actually had a 
van to go out with the orders! 

We used to stay open until seven 
o'clock on Fridays and eight o'clock 
on Saturdays. Thursday was our 
early closing day and my parents 


used to look forward to it all week. 
(On Sunday mornings, my mother 
used to get up very early and do all 
the baking and by the time we all 
got downstairs at about eight, the 
first batch of cakes would already 
be out of the oven. 

My mother was a very, very 
capable woman. She never really 
had a moment to herself. She 
served in the shop, she did the’ 
housework, all the cooking, and 
washed and ironed all the sheets 
by hand. Nothing was ever sent to 
the laundry, everything was done 


at home. 
M y father did a tremendous 

amount of local council work. 
He was on the local council when | 
‘was about four so I can't remember 
atime when he wasn't. Butit didn't 





stop there. Anything that required 
a voluntary helper he did. When 
‘we had National Savings, he assis: 
tedwith that, Hewasan enthusiastic 
‘member of the Rotary Club, so we 
knew all about the work they did 
and he was on the Governing Body 
of both the girls’ school and the 
boy's school, He was a voracious 
reader and from the age of about 
ten, used to goto the public library 
every Saturday morning, to get out 
two books. He was on the libraries 
committee, and naturally knew the 
librarian very well, so hewould know 
exactly which two books to give 
me, There would probably be one 
on current affairs or a biography 
for my father and something of 
fiction for my mother. 

At the same time, | usually did 
the family shopping — obviously 
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we didn't have to buy groceries but 
there were all sorts of things we 
needed. In those days, the High 
‘Street was full of small shops, and 
all the shopkeepers knew each 
other very well. Accordingly there 
was never anything impersonal 
about going shopping, we asked 
after each other's families and the 
children all went to school together! 


Miypzrens were both very rl 
gious, and we regularly atten- 
ded the Finkin Street Methodist 
Church. We were Methodists, and 
Methodist means method. We were 
taught what was right and wrongin 
very considerable detail. There were 
certain things you just didn't do 


and that was that. Duty was very,, 


very strongly engrained into us. 
Duties to the church, duties to your 
neighbour and conscientiousness, 
‘were continually emphasised. My 
father constantly drummed into me, 
from a very early age, “You make 
up your own mind. You do not do 
something or want to do something 
because your friends are doing it. 
You never say well they're doing it, 
that's why I want to do it.” 

This was a difficult practice to 
follow because it’s always difficult 
for children to be different from 
their friends orto do different things, 
to have different pocket money, or 
to do different things on a Sunday. 
However, it was very much the 
teaching my father followed through- 
out his own life. 

We were however, never allowed 
to go to a cinema on a Sunday 
and we were forbidden to play 


any games such as snakes and 
ladders. Although there were play- 
ing cards in the house, we were 
certainly never permitted to use 
them on that day. 

I must say that belonging to a 
church as closely as we did meant 
that we had a tremendous number 
of personal friends, Every Sunday 
after the evening service, we would 
go back to supper with friends or 
they would come home to us. 
Having people from the church in 
to tea or supper was very much a 
part of our life, 

‘We didn't go out very much for 
pleasure. Of course ina shop a lot 
‘of the bookwork has to be done 
‘ona Sunday and church took up 
a great deal of our time, so when 
‘we did go out, it was on a Bank 
Holiday. But to go out somewhere, 
even to a cinema, was a tremen- 
dous treat and | used to look 
forward to it for days on end! 

Sometimes we went shopping 
in Nottingham, which was our 
largest local town, and I can 
remember one Bank Holiday going 
there to see a Ginger Rogers and 
Fred Astaire film. You see cinemas 
Were so different in the thirties, 
they had large restaurants and 
some of them had brightly lit 
‘cinema organs which changed 
colours from blues to pinks to 
greens as the organ rose from the 
orchestra pit. I remember that we 
first had tea, then we went into 
the cinema and listened to the 
organist and waited excitedly for 
the film to start. Afterwards, we 
went home by bus and I loved 





every minute of that day, which is 
probably why I can remember it 
s0 well, Now a days of course, you 
take these things for granted, and 
they have lost a lot of their magic, 
but to us going out was something 
which was viewed as a great treat 
in your life! 


y grandmother lived with us 

until she died, and she was 
very, very Victorian and very, very 
strict. I think my parents probably 
insisted on some of their rules 
because they didn't want to offend 
her! She was forever telling us, “If 
a thing's worth doing its worth 
doing well” — but we didn't always 
take the advice! Another thing she 
always used to say, “Cleanliness 
in next to Godliness.” Everything 
had to be clean and systematic. 











Mpiather as | said read a great 
deal, He had left school at 
thirteen, but really had a first-class 
brain and was very talented. As he 
lacked formal education, he was 
anxious that | should have every 
educational opportunity possible, 


That's why at the age of five, | 
was sent to take piano lessons, 
and I was always encouraged to 
doan enormous amountof reading 
We used to have visiting lecturers 
going to a school in the evening, 
to give a talk on current affairs, | 
was taken along regularly every 
“Thursday night to hear them speak. 
There was a music club about once 
a month where guest musicians 
played and we went to that. In fact 
we went to absolutely everything 
which was educational and cultural 
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P ethaps | was closer to. my 
father, than to my mother. 
Ispent a great deal of time with 
him, and perhaps he tried to 
realise his ambitions in me, but 
my mother was a good woman, 
who was also intensely practical. 
She was very proud of her home, 
and everything in it was as shiny 
as a new pin. She taught me how 
to cook and bake bread, how to 
make my own clothes and how to 
decorate, We always used to 
decorate our own home, because 
we could never afford to have 
decorators, and I've always liked 
doing things with my hands. 


t the age of eleven, | won a 
scholarship, but it didn’t cover 
the full school fees. My parents 
were however willing to make any 
sacrifices necessary for my 





education, and somehow found 
the extra money, 

I did well at school, not just 
academically, but also in sports. 
My hockey team hardly ever lost a 
match! really enjoyed hockey and 
netball, but never developed an 
aptitude for tennis, I have always 
regretted that 

T think that liking a subject, so 
often depends on how interesting 
a teacher makes it. | found art 
difficult, my interest in that has 
come later in life, and | wish that 
we'd placed more emphasis on 
learning languages. Naturally we 
Jearnt French, but itwas only when 
Iwanted to go to university that | 
hhad to be taught Latin. Latin wasn't 
taught in our school which was a 
pity because it realy is marvellous 
basis for other languages. We had 
@ very good history teacher, but 


the subject was taught as a series 
of events. I think that if you have 
been in Parliament and have tried 
to take a small part in making 
contemporary history then you start 
to look at the decisions your fore 
bears have made in a slightly differ: 
ent and a much more sympathetic 
light. 

‘As | grew older, | had difficulty 
in choosing whether to go on the 
science side or the arts side. In 
those days you had to decide at 
about fifteen, soon after you had 
done your matriculation. You 
either took all science subjects or 
all arts subjects. I think I know why 
Idecided on science, and I'm sure 
it's been the same with a lot of 
young people. We had a marvell- 
‘ous chemistry teacher, and fm sure 
that that made me decide to take 
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chemistry. Also science was the 
coming subject and it was expected 
that there would be a lot of oppor: 
tunities in research. 

By the time I had reached the 
sixth form, my father had become 
mayor. He was sitting on the bench 
as a JP and whenever | was free 
during the school holidays | went 
along to the court with him. 


The sise of Hitler came in the 
thirties and my sister and Ikept 
hearing my parents discussing it. 
We all had pen friends at school, 
‘my sister had one in Austria and | 
had one in France. My sister's 
penfriend was actually German 
and | vividly recall the day we 
received a letter from her parents 
asking whether we would have 
Edith to stay with us if they 





managed to get her out of Vienna. 
This was alter Hitler went into 
Austria — Edith was a Jewess. 
Thank God we managed to get 
her over, and she came to live 
with us. She would talk to us for 
hours about all the things that were 
happening so we leamed from her 
about the dreadful things that were 
going on there. 

I can remember my first 
experience of politics which was 
in the 1935 election. I was only 
ten but I remember it very vividly. 
The whole family used to go to 
the committee room and help,and 
the only way in which I could help 
‘was to run like mad between the 
committee room and the polling 
station to get the lists of the 
‘numbers of people who had voted 
and then check them off. It seems 
so strange to me now, but it was 
quite a thrill for those of us who 
worked in the committee room 
when the candidate came round 
to talk to us, and of course it never 
occurred to me, that one day I 
would be in the same position. 
But as far as’ actually going into 

politics was concemed — no, | 
Fad absolitelno thought often 
In those days, people weren't paid 
very much for being in politics. 
I think they were paid about £400 
‘year with no secretarial help, soit 
just could not have been contem- 
plated ever! It was beyond my 
Vision, because I had always 
thought in terms of a career, in 
which I could keep myself. 

I did do quite a lot of amateur 
acting at school which I enjoyed, 
and at one stage, | really would 
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have liked to have been an 
actress, but don’t forget that to me 
it represented a sort of glamorous 
life which was almost unknown! 
FF 202 vers early age, wanted 

to go to university. My father 
had never done it, but it was 
assumed that I would try to get in 
somewhere. Such was my determi- 
nation, that I crammed a five-year 
course of Latin which Ineeded for 
my university entrance, into one 
year. Imagine my feelings when I 
took the exam and came out on 
top! 

But in spite of all my efforts, 
Isuffered a setback. Only one 
scholarship was available in my 
group, and it was given to another 
girl who had waited a year to 
take the scholarship exam, even 
though Iwas equal to her in every 
respect. I was however given a 
bursary. This didn’t cover all my 
fees, so once again my parents 
rose to the occasion, and scraped 
the money together. My parents 
always made sacrifices for my 


education — always. 

©, L would describe my early 
Dears, as tough but very 
happy ones. My father’s teachings 
were hard sometimes, but have 
stood me in good stead to this 
day, for he taught me very firmly 
indeed that you do not follow the 
crowd because you're afraid of 
being different — you decide what 
to do yourself, and if necessary 
you lead the crowd, but you never 
just follow! 
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What is the Sound Barrier? 

Kalpana Thyagarajan, 
Madras. 

When missiles or aircraft travel 

‘at the speed of sound they 
encounter a barrier through which 
they have to crash with expl 
force. This is heard on the ground 
as supersonic bangs and the noise 
‘can break glass and damage pro- 
perty. 

‘The speed of sound varies accor- 
ding to height. Atsea level itis 761 
miles an hour but at the height of 
40,000 to 100,000 feet sound tra- 
vels slower at only 663 miles an 
hour. This is due to the difference 
in temperature: So the sound 
banter is more quickly reached in 
high altitudes than near the ground. 

‘Amoving body sends out sound 
waves in the directions in which it 
is travelling. A ball when thrown 
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creates advance waves. These 
advance waves war the air ahead 
to arrange itself in a proper flow 
pattern. These advance waves are 
like the police men on a motor 
cycle who go ahead to make way 
for the official cars! 

When these outriders are well 
ahead of he official cars, the crowds 
have time to arrange themselves in 
an orderly way but if the official 
cars travelled as fast as the motor 
cycles and overtook them, the crowd, 
wouldn't have enough time to 
arrange itself and would stumble 
and hustle around creating a bar- 
rier 

Similarly with sound waves. If 
an aircrafts travelling at 200 miles 
an hour, thousand feet above the 
ground, the advance wavesit sends 
out travel at 761 miles an hour and 
are therefore 561 miles ahead 
of the aircraft, clearing a passage 
through the atmosphere. 

But when the speed of the air- 
craft approaches the speed of sound 
it's almost overtaking its own sound 
waves, and the air is thrown into 



























confusion. Itno longer flows evenly 


* Concorde : faster than sound! 


over the machine, but jostles and 
clutches the aircraft, pulls and drags 
and wrestles with the structure of 
the machine and the pilot at the 
controls. In this way aircraft have 
been tor to pieces and pilotshurled 


to their death, 

Then at the speed of sound, the 
waves are compressed into form 
dable physical obstacle, an invisible 
wall, Tearing through it produces 
bangs, but once beyond it the air 
craft has wrenched clear of its own 
sound waves and is ahead of them 
so they no longer encumber it 
Sound Barter pilots have compared 
this sensation to crossing stormy 


shoals to find a quiet lagoon. 


Which animal has the longest 
nose? 

R. Shanti, 

Raipur. 








A [thought you'd have guessed 
this one yourself! The longest 
nose of any animal measures about 
2 metres long — as big as a very 


Avery long nose! 
tall person. It belongs, of course, 
to the elephant, and looks more 
like a tentacle than a nose. The 





* Judo ;an ancient Japanese spor 


elephant has more uses for its nose 
or trunk than breathing and smell- 
ing. {t can suck up vater in the 
trunk and give itself a shower, use 
it to carry food to its mouth, and 
rip ts enemies in a fight. Elephants 
are the biggest animals on land 
They weigh as much as 10 tonnes. 
Elephants also have the biggest ears 
and the largest teeth of any animal 


What is ju-jitsu? Is it the same 
as judo? 
N. Prakash, 
Pudukkottai. 
A Notexacty. Yousee jujisuls 
aform of wrestling. Itdeveloped 
inJapan as. away of fightingwithout 
weapons, Judoisa form of jujitsu, 
Judowas devised by Dr. Jigaro Kano 
in Japan in 1882 from the ancient 
sport of jusitsu, A judo contest is 
between 5 and 20 minutes long 
and a test of skill rather than endu: 
ance, 
How big is the Earth? 
Roja S. Ram, 
Bangalore. 
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1 Here's the biggest globe in the world! 


A The Earth's circumference (the 
distance around the world) at 
the equator is 40,076 kilometres. 
Its diameter (the distance across 
the Earth) at the equator is 12,757 
kilometres. The Earth is slightly 
smaller when measured between 
the Poles. If you could put the 
world on a pair of scales, it would 
weigh nearly 6000 million million 
million tonnes. However, the Earth 
is getting several thousand tonnes 
heavier each year, because of the 
meteoroids that strike it. 


How can a bird fly though its 
heavier than air? 
‘Swapna Rao, 
Gulbarga. 
SS 
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A, Theforceofgraitation shuns 
working. When a bird in flight 
is killed, it falls to the ground. The 
force of gravitation is also working 
‘on the living bird but some force is 
produced when the bird is in flight 
which acts against gravitation, and 
balances it when the bird maintains 
a level in the air and more than 
balances it when the bird rises in 
the air 

Whats this force? Itis produced 
by the life of the bird. Butit can be 
produced in things that are not 
alive as in an aeroplane which man 
causes to fly. 

Inthe case of the bird, the neces- 
sary force is produced by the burn- 
{ng of sugar inits muscles and in the 
case of the aeroplane itis produced 
by burning fuel in the engine. 

People often speak of flight de: 
fying Nature's laws. Actually gravi- 
tation goes on acting on the bird or 
aeroplane whether they rise or fall, 
50 its only a question of a force 
being successfully opposed to the 
force of gravitation. 


Q When you fall down and get 
hurt @ block thing forms on 
top of the wound, why? 
Priya Manjunath, 
Vodedara. 
A lispucut or scratch yoursel.a 
scab soon forms over the damag- 
‘ed skin. Its made of dried blood 
and other substances. The scab is 
a shield that prevents germs from 
entering the damaged skin, Be: 
neath the scab, the skin mends. 
The scab will drop off when it sno 
longer needed. 
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~ GOD's Gift 


Gis! 's parents were very wort 

Ges about her. Guddi was their 
only child and they loved her dear: 
ly. They showered her with toys 
and books and above all, a great 
deal of affection, They spent long 
hours with her and took her on 
many exciting expeditions and pic- 
nics. 

Usually Guddi enjoyed the time 
she spent with her parents, She 
was a lonely child and rather quiet. 
But the reason for her parent's 
worry, was that Guddi seemed to 
be hiding some sadness deep in 
her heart. She took no interest in 
her toys and books, and picked at 
her food  halt-heartedly, » and 
wouldnt hae anything dah 
her fends. The more her pleats 
triedto coax her out of her depres- 
sion, the more depressed she be- 
came. Do you know why? Well, it 
had all started two weeks ago... 


or. afternoon during the lunch 
break Guddi had heard her 
dlassmates dscussing their relatives, 
Guddi was standing quietly by a 
pillar in the corridor, and the chil: 
ken hadn't noticed her. But they 
were talking loudly, so Guddi 
couldn't but help hearing what they 
were saying. 

“My elder brother can be a tease, 
bat its always fun being with him. 


He talks about such interesting 
things!” said Ritu. 

“But of all my relatives, I love 
my Grandma, She's really special. 
‘She's very strict, but she has taught 
me to make lovely kolams on the 
floor,” said Kamakshi, “and no one 
can tell stories like she can!” 

“My Granny's Is a great cook!” 
said Pinchu, “Her mango chutney 
is out of this world!” 

The clamours grew louder as 
the children argued about who's 
Grandma was best. Then the bell 
rang and all of them rushed back 
to their classes, their debate for- 
gotten, 

Guddi's grandparents, on her 
father’s side as well as her mother’s 
side had died before she was born. 
So Guddi had no Grandma or 
Grandpa to compare with the 
other children. She didn't even 
have brothers and sisters, and so 
she felt very left out when she 
heard her friends discuss their rela- 
tives. Her shyness made her quiet 
and so the other children often 
ignored her presence. This hurt 
her even more, but of course she 
wouldn't say a word. 





uddi walked home that even- 
ing. She could hardly see for 
her eyes were full of tears. Then 
suddenly she looked up to find 


herself before a little temple of 
Lord Ganesha, Gudd's favourite 
God. As she looked at Lord 
Ganesha's kind and comforting 
face, her troubles seemed to leave 
her and she entered the temple, 
to pray for a Grandma 

She put her palms together and 
stood before Lord Ganesha and 
prayed aloud Her voice trembled 
with emotion and longing: “You 
gave me the best parents in the 
world my Lord! They have shower: 
edme with love and gifts. | already 
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have more than I couldask for but 
please, please grant me a boon. | 
want a grandmother or a grand- 
father. I'll be content with just one 
of the two..., please!” 


Nigvatiold woman who ved by 
the temple came by just then 
She was lonely old soul, for she 
had no one to look after her. Her 
only pleasure in life came from 























serving Lord Ganesha in the 
temple, She swept the temple 
everyday and wiped the granite 
until it shone. Every evening she 
came to the temple to string 
flowers as an offering for Lord 
Ganesha 

The old woman saw a litle girl 
standing in front of Lord Ganesha, 
sobbing her heart out. Moved by 
the sight, she patted the girls back. 

Guddi turned and saw an old 
woman giving her a beautiful tooth 
less smile, and her joy knew no 
bounds: 

“What's the matter, child?” ask- 
ed the old woman gently. “Why 
are you crying like this? You will 
get sick!" 

“Oh Grandma!” cried Guddi 
flinging herself into the old lady's 
arms. “Lord Ganesha heard my 





prayer, [had just asked him for a 
Grandmother and he sent you!” 
Gudai's eyes sparkled with excite: 
ment and happiness. 

The lonely old woman was 
speechless with delight. What a 
pleasure it was going to be to spend 
time with this innocent child, 

“God bless you my child!" said 
the old lady with a smile, “You 
will never be lonely again, I am. 
going to teach you slokas and 
‘bhajans tomorrow. Now come and 
learn how to string flowers, so that 
we can offer our beloved Lord 
Ganesha a strand before the even- 
ing pooja.” 

And so off they went, Grandma 
and Guddi hand in hand. Two 
lonely people had found each 
other. It was Lord Ganesha's little 
miracle of love! 
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